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The Prologue. 

Chorus. 

T wo houfholds both alike in dignity, 

(InfaireVeton^wbere we lay our Scene) 
From ancient grudge breake to new mutiny , 
where civill b lo od makes civill hands uncle ane» 
From forth tkefatall lo'rnes of thefe two foes 
A paire of ftarr e-croft lovers take their life, 
whofe mifadventur’d piteous overthrowes 
Doth with their death burie their Parents fitife. 
The fear efutl pajf lge of their death-mar kt love , 
And the continuance of their Patents rage, 
whith but their childrens end nought could remove 3 
Is now the two houres trafficke of bur Stage j 
The which if you with patient ear es attend, 
what here [hall mijfe, our toyle fhaS ftrtve to mend. 
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THE MOST EXCEL- 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Hiftorie of Rome o and 
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Enter Sampfon andG regorie with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Houfe o/CapuIet. 

Cregorie, on my word wee’ll not carrie 

Greg, No, for then we ftiould be Colliers. 

Samp , I meane,and we be in choler wee’ll draw. 
tfreg. I, while you live draw your necke out of the 

collar. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moved. 

greg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 

Samp. A doggeof the houfe o f Afountague moves me. 
greg. To move is to ftirre , and to be valiant is to ftand. 
Therefore if thou arc moved thou runn’ft away 
Samp A dogge of that houfe (hall move me to ftand- 
I will take the wall of any man or maide of Momtaaues. 

cothe^ ““ tficeaw «'«‘l»*'=,for t he weaken goes 

Samp. Tis tree, and therefore women being rhe weaker vrf 
fels areever tbruft to the wall : therefore I ^ 

l»,< men from the wall, and thrnft his maides to the 

their heads. 

C. eg, The heaas oft he nisids ! 

■Aj - 
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Thtmof lamentable Tragedy* 

Sarny- 1> the hcadsof the maides>or their maiden*heads,takc 

it in what fenfe thou wilt. . 

Greg- They mutt take it in fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Mee they (hall fee Je while I am able to ftand i and ’tis 
knowne I am a pretty pieceof flefli. 

Greg. ’Tis well thou art not fifh ; if thou hadft , thou hadft 
beenc poore John: draw tbytoole, here comes of the houfe of 
Mount agues. % 

Enter two other Servingmen . . 

SampMy naked weapon is out, quarrel], I will backe thee. 
Greg. How. turne thy backe and runne ? 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Greg. No marrie,I feare thee 1 

Samp • Let us take the Law of our fides, let them begin. 

Greg, I will frown as I pafleby,& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they darerl will bite my thumb at them»which 
is a dilgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at us fir ? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumbe at us fir ? 

Samp. Is the law on our fide if I fay I ? 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe.not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bite 
my thumbe fir. 

G reg. Doe you quarrell fir ? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp. But if you doe fir , I am for you , I ferve as good a man 
as you. 

tAbra.^o better. 

Samp. W ell fir. Enter Benvolio. 

Greg. Say better, here comes one of my Matters kiniinen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. Yon lie. 

Samp. Draw.if you be men , Gregory remember thy fwafhing 
blow. They fight. 

Ben. Part fbole$,pnt up your fwords, you know not what you 
doe. 

Enter 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Enter Tibalt. 

7 *'j 4 /f.What?art thou drawne among thefe heartlefle hindes? 
Turne thee Benvolio , looke upon thy death . 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put up chy fword. 

Or mannage it to part thele men with me. 

Tib. Whatdrawne and talke of peace ? I hate the word. 

As ihatehell,all^##f*£#«,and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or pant fans* 

Oj 5?. Clubs, bills, and partifans, ftrike, beat them downr 
Downe with the CapuletsA owne with the Mount agues. 

Enter old Capulet in his gowne , and his Wife. 

fop. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 

Wife. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a fword ? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mount ague is come. 

And flourifhes his blade in lpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Mom. Thou villaine Capulet : hold me not, let me goe. 

M.Wife a. Thou (halt not ftir one foot to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his trains . 

Prince. Rebellious fubje&s, enemies to peace, 

Profaners ofthis neighbour-ttained tteele. 

Will they not hears ? what hoe, you men,you hearts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple founraines i (filing from your veines. 

On paine of torture, from thole bloody hands 
Throw your miftemper’d weapons to the ground. 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our ttreets, . 

And made V trona's ancient Cirizens 
Calf by their grave befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred with peace, to part your cancred hate : 

Ir ever you difturb our ttreets acaine, 

'four lives (ball pay the forfeit ofthe peace. 

A Z Vr... 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

For this time all the reft depart away : 

You f'apulet fhall goe along with me, 

An d Mount ague come you this afcernoone, 

To know our f urther pleafure in this cafe. 

To old Free-Towne,our common judgement place. 

Once more on paine of death all men depart. 

... . Exeunt. 

Mount. Who let this ancient quarrell new abroach ? 

Speake Nephew, were you by when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the fervancs of your adverlary 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defianceto my eares. 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall, hils’d him in icorne : 

While we were enterchanging thrufts and blowes, 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 

Til 1 the Prince came, who parted eicher part. 

Wife. O where is "Romeo, law you him to day ? 

Right glad am 1 he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worlhipt lunne 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled minde drave me to walke abroad. 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That Weft ward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did 1 lee your Sonne : 

Tow ’refs him I made ;but he was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood. 

I meafuring his affedfions by my owne, 

W hich then moft fought where moft might not be found. 
Being one too many by my weary lelfe, 

Purfu’d my humour, not purfuing his. 

And gladly Ihunn’d , whogladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there been leene; 

With teares augmenting the frefh mornings dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fighes. 

But 



ghtout, 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

But all fo foone as the all cheering Sunnc 
Should inthe fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fliadie curtaines from tMurora s bed, 

Away from lighc lteales home my heavie lonne, 

And private in his chamber pens himfelfe. 

Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-ligh 
And makes himfelfe an artificial! night. 

Blackeand portendous muft this humour prove, 
Unlefle good counfell may the caufe remove. 

Ben. My noble unkle doe you know the caufe ? 

Moun. I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by any meanes ? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 
But he his owne affediions Counfellor 
Is to himfelfe (I will not lay how true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret ana 1b dole, 

So farre from founding and difeovery. 

As is the bud bit with an envious worme. 

Ere he can fpread his Iweet leaves to the ayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the lame : 

Could we but learne mom whence his forrowes grow, 
We would as willingly give cure as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where he comes; fo pleafe you ftep afide. 
Tie know his grievance or be much deni’d. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy flay. 
To heare true fhrift : Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt. 

Benvol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Rom. Is the day fo young? 

Ben. Baenew ftrooke nine. 



Rom. Ay me, fad houres feeme long : 

Was that my father that went hence lb faft ? 

Ben. It was : what ladnefie lengthens Romeos houres ? 

■%«. Not having that, which having makes them fhort. 
-of*. In love? 

Rom. Out. 

Ben.Oflove? 



Rom. 
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"Rom. Out of her favour where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas that love 16 gentle in his view. 

Should be lb tyrannous and rough in proofe / 

Rom. Alas that love, whofe view is muffled ftill, 

Should without eyes fee pathwayes to his will / 

Where fhall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all : 

Here’s much to doe with hate, but more with love r 
Why then O brawling love , O loving hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

O heavie lightnefle , ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaosofwell feeming formes, 

Feather of lead, bright (moke, cold fire, ficke health. 

Still waking fleepe,that is not what it is. 

This love feele I, that feele nolovein this. 

Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreflion. 

Rom. Why luch is Idftes tranfgreflion. 

Griefes of my owne lye heavie in my bread. 

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
W ith more of thine : |this love that thou haft fhowne. 

Doth adde more griefe to too much of mine owne. 

Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 

Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in lovers eyes ; 
Beingvext,afeanourifht with loving teares : 

What is it elfe ? a madnefle moft difcreet, 

A choking gall, and a preferving fweet . 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goe along, 

And if you leave me fo you doe me wrong. 

Rem. Tut, I have loft my felfe, I am not here. 

This is not ‘Romeo, hee's feme other where, 

Ren. Tell me in fadnefle, who is that you love ? 

Rom. What ? fhall I groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but ladly tell me who. 

.. . : Rl - 



«f Romeo and Juliet 

<£(,». Bid a ficke man in fadnefle make his will : 

» V vo?d ill urg’d to one that is fo ill : 

Tn fadnefle coufin I doe love a woman. 

1 Ben. \ aym’d fo neare when I fuppos d you Iov d. 

Rom- A right good marke-man : and fhee’s faire I love. 

Ben. A right faire raarke,faireCoze,isfbonefthit. 

R 0 m. Well, in that hit you mifle ; fhee’ll not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Dians wit : 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d. 

From loves weake childifh bow fhee lives uncharm'd : 

She will not ftay the fiege of loving tearmes, 

Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailingeyes, 

Norope her lap to Saint feducing gold : 

O (he is rich in beauty, onely poore, 

That when fhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then fhe bath fworne that fhe will ftill live chaft. 

Rem. Sheehath, and .in that fparing makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv’d with her feverity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire, 

To merit blifle by making me defpaire : 

She hath forfworne to love, and in that vow. 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel 1 it now- 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to thinke 

Ben. By giving libertie unto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Rpm. 'Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more i 
Thefe happv Maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes, 

Being blacke, put us in minde they hide the faire : 

He that is ftrucken blindc cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is pafling faire. 

What doth her beauty ferve,but as a note. 

Where I may read who paft that pafling faire? 

Farewe 11, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

***• Tie pay that dodlrinc,or elfe dye in debt. Exeunt. 

B Enter 





The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
Enter Capnldt, County Paris, *Kd the Ctewne. 

Cap. And Mount ague is bound «s well as I, 

In penalty alike, and tis not bard , I thinke, 

For men (o old as We to keep the peace. 

Par Of honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pitie ’tis you liv’d at ods fo long, 

But now my Lord what lay you to my fiiite ? 

Cap. Buc faying o’rewhat 1 have laid before: 

My childc is yet a ttranger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fourteene yeeres : 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Paris. Younger than foe are happy mothers made. 

fop. And too foone mar’d are thole lb early made : 
The earth hath I wallow’d all my hopes but dm. 

She is the hopefoll Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gentle ‘Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her content isbuc a part; 

And foe agree, within her Icope of choice 
Lyes my confenc, and faire according voice. 

This night I hold an old accuffomed feaft. 

Whereto I have invited many a gueft, 

Such as I love, and you among the ft ore. 

One more (moll welcome) make* my number more ; 
At my poore houfe looke to behold this night, 

Earth treading fiarres,that make darke heaven light : 
Spch comfort as doe Judy young men feele, 

When well appareld sApnl on the heele 
Of limping winter treads ; even luch delight 
Among frefo Fennell buds foall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, heare all, allfee, 

And Iikeher mod whofe merit moftfoallbe ; 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May ftand in number, though in reckning none. 

Come, goe with me; goe firrah, trudge about. 
Through faire Verona , finde thofe perfons out, 

W hofe names pre written there,and to them fay, 
■r.ts3. . 2 





of Romeo and Juliet.* 

Mv houfe and welcome on their pleafure day. 

! Exit- 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the fooo-maker foould meddle with his yard , and the 
rayler with his Laft, the fifoer with his penfill, and the painter 
with his nets. But I am fent to finde thole perfons whofe name* 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perlon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fire burnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is lefned by anothers anguifo : 

Turne giddy, and be holpe by backward turning, 

Onedelperate griefe cures with anothers languish : 

Take thou feme new infection to the eye, 

And the ranke poyfon of theold will dye. 

Rom. YourPlantan leafeis excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken foin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prilon, kept without my food, 

W hipt and tormented, and Goddengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade? 

Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery. 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But J pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. I, if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser. Ye fey hcneftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter. 

CEigneur Martino, and his wife & daughters',County Anfelme 
U and his beauteous fi fieri ; the Lady widdow o/Utrnvio.^V- 
»eur PlacentKW his lovely Neeces ; Mercutio and his brother 
valentine;^ uncle Capulet,^ wife and daughters ; my faire 

A faire affembly, whither foould they come ? 

B 3 Ser . 
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Ser- Up. 

<Ror»- Whither ?to (upper ? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Mom. Whofehoufe? 

Ser, My Matters. 

Mom. Indeed I Ihould have askt you that before- 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking : My Matter is the 
great rich Capulet, & if you be not of the houfe of Mount agues, 
I pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry . 

Ben. At this lame ancient feaftof (fapulets, 

Sups thefaire Rofaline whom thou lb loveft. 

With all the admired beauties of V erona : 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with lome that I fhall fbew» 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falfhood , then turne teares to fire. 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye,. 

Tranlparent Heretickes be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love / th’ all-feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you law her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall fcales let there be vvaigh’d. 

Your Ladies love againft lome other maide 
That I will fhew you fhining at this feaft. 

And fhe fhall fcant fhew well that nowftiewes beft. 

jRfl.Ile goe along no fuch light to be fhowne. 

But to rejoice in Iplendor of mine owne. 

Capo lees Wife and Nurfe. 

Wife. Nur!e, where’s my daughter ? cal 1 her forth to mee- 

Nurle.Wsw’ by my maiden-head at twelve yeeres old I bad 
her • come, what Lamb ,wh at Lady -bird,God forbid : 

Where's this Girle ? what Juliet. Enter Juliet. 

full. How now ? who calls ? 

Nurfe. Your Mother, 

fuli. Madam I am here, what is your will ? 

Wife, 



g f Romeo and Juliet , 

Thisds the matter. Nurfe give leave a while , we mutt 
ite in fecret Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me, 
[hou’fe heare our counfell.Thou know’ttmydaughter’s ofa pret- 

ty Nurfe. Faith lean ted her age unto an houre. 

Wife. Shee’s not foureteeoe. ' 

Nurfe. 'lie lay fourleene of my teeth ,andyeyto my teenebe st 
fpoken, 1 have bat foure,(hee s not foureteene* 

Hero long * * t0 Lammas tide? 
wife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or odd } o fall daies in theyeer come Lammas Eve 
at night (had (he be fourteen. Sulan and (he, God reft all Chriftiati- 
j~ QH les, were of an age. Well,Sukh is with God, (he was too good for 
me. But , as I [aid, on Lammas Eve at night (hall fhe be fourteen, 
then (hall (hee marry , / remember it well. ’Tis fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeeres ; andjhe was wean’d, I never [had forget 
it, of all the dayes, in thejeere upon that day : for / had, then laid 
wormewoodto my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
walls tny Lordand you were then at Mantua , nay / doe beare a 
braine.But ,as I faid,when it did tafte the wormewood on the nip- 
fie of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty f pole to fee it teachie, and 
fallout with the dug : Shake quoth {he doqsefaofif ? ,’twas no need 
I trow to. bid. me trudge : and Jincethat time: it is eleven yeeres, 
for then (he could ft and alone, nay by th’ rood fhe e could have run 
andwadledall about ‘.for even the day before fhe broke her brow , 
and then my husband, God be with his foyle, a was a merry man , 
tookjsp the child, yea, quoth he,doeft thou fa/l.uppn thy . facet thott 
wilt fall backward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou not Jule ? 
andby my holidam fhe pretty wretch left crying and [aid, I : to 
fee now how a. jeft (hall come about. I warrant and l (hall live a 
thoufand y ceres f never [hould forget it ? wilt thou not Jule, quoth 
he ? and pretty foole it Jlinted and /aid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. f 
Nurfe. Yes Madam, yet I cannot chufa but laugh, to thinke it 
(hould leave crying and fay,I,& y et / warrant it had on it brow a 
bump as big as ayoung cockjels ftone,a petitions knock, .& it cried 
’tterly : yea, quoth my hufbandfalft upon thy face, thou wilt fall 
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The ntsft lamentable Tragedy 
backyard when thou conmefi to age, wilt thou not Jule? . it ft in, 
ted and f aid f. 

Juli. And flint thou too, I pray thee Nurie,fay I. 

Nurfe- Peace, I have done : God mark? thee to hts grace, thou 
waft the prettieft babe that ere I r.urft, and / might live to fee 
thee married once, l have my wifh . 

Old La. Mary that marry is the very Theame 
I came to talkeof : tell me daughter Juliet , 

How ftands your difpofitions to be married ? 

Jule. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Anhoure l were not lonely Nurfe , I would fay thou 
hadft fdckt thy Wifdotne from thy teat. 

Old ‘Well, thinke of Marriage now, younger thah you 

Here in Verona , Ladies of efleeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count : 

I was your mother rhucb upon thefe yeares - * 

That yohare nbw a maids': thus then in briefe. 

The valiant feekes you forbis love. 

Nurie. A man young Lady, Lady, fuck a man at alltheworli, 
Why hee’s a man of w axe. 

Old La. Verona s Summer hath noc fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hee's'afiower, in faith a very flower, f r. iv 

Old La. What fay you?can you love the Gentleman ? 

This night you fhall behold him at ourFeaft, 

Read o’re the volume of young Paris face. 

And finde delight writ therewith beauties pen, 

Examine every feverall lineament. 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what obfcur’d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover. 

To beautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

The fifh lives in the fea, and ’tis much pride. 

For faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth fhare the glory, 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So Ihall you fhare all that he doth poffdfe. 






of Romeo and Juliet. 

Bv having him, making your fclfe no lefle. 

1 Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La Speake briefly, can you hkt of Parts love? 
ju/j. l’le looke to like, if looking liking move. 

But no more deepe will Iendart mineeye. 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it flye. Enter fervtng. 

Serving. Madam, the guefts are come, topper ferv’d up, you 
calld, my young Lady askt for, theNurfe curft m the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity: I muft hence to wait, I bcfeech 
you follow ftrait. ‘‘ 

Mo. We follow thee : Juliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe girle/feeke happy nights to happy dayes. 



Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benvolio,»vf h five or fixe other 
Masker Si T orch-bearers. 

Pom. What ? (hall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe ? 

Or (hall we* on without Apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixity. 

Wee’ll have no Cupid hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skarirfg the Ladies like a Crow -keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Pom. Give me a Torch , I am not for this ambling. 

Being but heavie I will beare the light- 
Mer. Nay gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance. 

Ppm. Not I believe me, you have dancing fhooes 
With nimble foies ; I have a loule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a Lover , borrow fupids wings. 

And fore with them above a common bound. 

Pom. Iamtooforeenpearced withhis fliafr, ■ \ 

To foare with his light feathers ; and fb bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under loves heavie burthen doe Ifinke- . : 

Mer. And to flnke in it fhould yonbucchcnlove, 

Too gteat oppreflion for a tender thing. 
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Tom. Ts love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 

Too rude, too boittcrous , and it prickcs like thorne. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love, 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love downe. 

Give me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vifbr for a vifor what care I 

Whac curious eye doth quote deformities. 

Here are the beetle- browes fhallblufhforme. 

Ben. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in. 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rom. A torchTor me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenfelefle rufties with their heeles , 

Tor l am proverb’d withagrannfirephrafe. 

Tie be a candle-holder and lOoke on, 

The game was ne’relb farre , and I am dun. 

Mer.. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conftables owne word ; 

If thou art dun wee'll draw thee from the mire : 

Orfave you reverence love', wherein thou fiickeft 
Up to the eares .-dome we burne day-lightho. 

Rom. That’s not lo. .nr.- ' : ' ■ 

Mer. I meane fir indelay, 

Wewafteour lights in vaine, lights lights by day : 

Take our good meaning , for our judgement fits. 

Five times irrthat, e’re once in our fine wits. 

Tom. And we meane well in going to this Mask, 

But ’tis no.wit to goe. 

Mer. W hy, may one aske ? 

Tom. I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And lb did I. ■ "fi; 

Tom. Well, what was yours ? < T.o'i 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

Rom. In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true. 

Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath been with you : 

Shee is the Fairies Midwife, and fhee comes in fhape no bigger 
than an Agat ftone , on the fore-finger of an Alderman, drawne 
with a teeme of little atomies , over mens nofes as they lyea* 
fleep,her waggon fjjokes made of long fpinoers legges , the covet 
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ofthe wings of gralhoppers, her traces of the fmalleft Ipiders 
web, her collers of the moon-fhines watry beames , her whip of 
Crickets bone, thelafhof Philome, her waggoner a linall gray 
coated Gnat , nothalfefobiggeasaround little worme ptickt 
from the lazie finger of a man, her chariot is an emptieHafell 
nut, made by the Joyner Squirrell or old Grub, time out of mind 
the Fairies Coach-makers : and in this ftate fhee gallops night 
by night through lovers braincs , and then they dreame of love : 
on Courtiers knees, that dreame bn Curfies ftrait 5 o’re Lawyer* 

- fingers,who ftrait dreame on fees ; o’re Ladies lips, who ftrait on 
kifles dreame ; which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 
bccaufetheir breath with fweec meates tainted are : fometimes 
fheegallopso’re a Courtiers nofe, and then dreames he offinel- 
ling out afuit ; and fomerime comes fhe with a tithe-pigs taile, 
ticklingaParfons nofe as a lies afleepe , then he dreames ofan- 
other Benefice; fometime fhee driveth o’re a fbuldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine throats, of breaches, 
ambufeadoes, Spanifh blades, ofhealths"five fadome deep , and 
then anon drums in his eare , at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fweares a prayer or two, and fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the night, 
and bakes the Elflockes in fbule fluttifh haires , which once un- 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maides ly on their backes. 

That preffes them, and learnes them firft tobeare, 

Making them women ofgood carriage ; 

This is fhee. 

Tom. Peace, peace, Mer cut io peace. 

Thou talkft^of nothing. 

Mer. True, Italkeofdreames, 

Which are the children of an idle braine, 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie, 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more unconftant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofbme of the North; 

And being angred, puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 

C Sen. 
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Ben Thiswind you talke of blowes us from our &ves. 

Supper is done, and we (hall come toolate. 

Rom. I feare too early, for my mind miffe-gives. 

Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres. 

Of a defpifed life clos’d in my bread, 

Bvfomevile forfeit of untimely death- 
But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe, 

Direff my fute : on lufty Gentlemen. 

Strike Drum. , 

They march about the Stage, and Servant* come 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo- 

Ser. Where’s Potpan , that he helpes not to take away|? 

He fhift a Trencher ? he fcrape a Trencher ? 

V when good manners {ball lye all in one or two mens. 

hands, and they unwafhttoo/tisa foulething. 

Ser. Away with the join-ftooles, remove the Court-cupboard, 
looke to the plate, good thou fave me a piece of March-pane, and 
as thou loves mee let the Porter let in Sufan Grind-fione , and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

Jtfr.^uardookt for and cald for,askt for and fought for in 

lhe ^V e C cannot be here and there too, chearly boyes, 
Bebriske a while, and the longer liver take all. • "■ i 



exeunt. 

Enter allthegttejh and Gentlewomen to 
the Ala^ks?** 

i . fap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 
Unplagued with Cornes will walke about with you : 

Ah my Miftrefles, which of you all 
W ill now deny to dance ? The that makes daintie. 

She ’lie lwear hath Cornes: am I come neare you now? 

W elcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day 
That 1 have worne a V ifor, and could tell 
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Awhifpering ta,e * n a & re ^ a( fres eare * , . 

Such as wouldpleafe : ’tis gone,’tis gone, us gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen : come Mufitians play. 

Muficke playet , and they dance, 

A hall,a hall, give roome, and foot it girles. 

More lightyou Knaves, and turne the tables up. 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah, this unlookt for fport comes well. 

Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capnlet, 

For you and I are paft our dancing dayes : 

How long ifl- now fince laft your felfe and I 
Were ina Make? 
a. Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres. 

1. Crfp.What manp’tis not fo much,’tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucientio : 

Come Pent ecoft as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty yeeres, and then we maske. 

2. Cap. ’Tis more, ’tis more, his fonne is elder fir, 
His fonne is thirty. 

i . Cap. W ill you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a W ard two yeeres agoe. 

Tom- W hat Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Tom. O foe doth teach the torches to bume bright: 
It feemesfhe hangs upon the cheekeof night. 

As arichjewell in an /Ethiops care. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : 

So (hewes afnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellowes fhowes : 

Themeafure done, 'He watch her place offtand. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forfweare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night- 
Tib. This by his voice ftiould be a Mount ague. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the Have, 

Come hither covet'd mchan antique face, 

Ca 
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To fleere and (corne at ourlblemnity? 

Now by the ftocke and honour ofniy kin. 

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now kinfman ? wherefore (tor me you lb r 
Tib. Uncle this is a Mount ague our foe, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpightj.c - ■>:. 

To (corne at our folemnity this night* 

Cap. Y oung 'Romeo , is it A 
Tib- ’Tis he, that villaine T&meo. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coze, let him atone, 

A beares him like a portly Gentleman, 

And to lay truth Verona brags of him, 
Tobeavertuousandwell govern’d youth j 
I would not for the wealth of all this Townc, 

Here in my houfe doe him dilparagement : 

Therefore be patient , take no note ofhim. 

It is my will , the which if thou relpeft. 

Shew a faire prdence, and put offthele frowries. 

An ill befeeming femblance for a feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a villaine is a gueft, ; 1 . 

I’le not endure him. 

Cap. He (hall be endured, 

What- ? goodman boy, I fay he (hall, goe too. 

Am I the Matter here or you ? goe too : 

You’ll not endure him, God fhall mend my foule. 

You’ll make a mutiny among my guetts. 

You will let a cocke a hoope, you'il be the man. 

T ib. W hy Uncle tis a fhame. 

Cap- Goe too, goe too. 

You are a laucy boy : iftlo indeed > 

Thistrick may chance to fcath you I know vvhat : 

You mutt contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

W ell faid my hearts : you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for fliame) 
l’le make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. w 

77£ .Patience perforce with wilfull cnolcr meeting.,- 
Makes my flelh tremble in their different greeting • 

‘ 1 will 
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Twill withdraw , but this intrufion (hall, 

Now feemingfweet, convert to bitter gall. 

%om If I profane with my unworthieft hand, 
ThShoiyfhnne,the gentle finne is this, 

My lips two blulbing Pilgrims ready ftand. 

To linooth thatrough touch with a tender kifle. 

_?«/• Good Pilgrim, you doe wrong -your hand too much. 
Which mannerly devotion Ihcwes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch. 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kifle . 

Atfw.Have not Saints lips ,ihd holy Palmers too ? 

Jal. I Pilgrim, Ups that they muff ufe in Prayer/ 

%om. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 
They pray, grant thou, left faith turne to defpaire. 

Jul. Saints doe not move, though grant for prayers lake. 
%om. Then move not while my prayers eftedf I take : 
Thus from my lips by thine my finne is purg’d. 

Jul. Then have my lips the finnethat they have tooke. 
Rom. Sin from my lips / O trefpafle fweetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe. 

Jul. You kifle bith booke. • 

Nurfe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you: 
Rom. What is her mother ? 

Tburfe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houle. 

And a good Lady, and a wife and vertuous : • 

I nurc’t her daughter that you talkt withal! : 

I tell you he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall have the chinckes. 

Rom. Is fhe a Capulet ? 

0 deare account myiife is .my foes debt. . 

Ben. Away, be gone', the lport is at the beft. 

Rom. I, fo I leare, the more is my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone. 

We have a triflingfoolifti banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fo ? why-tfen I tHanfce you all^ 

1 thgnke you honeft Gentlemeb'/goal flight. 
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More torches here* come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 

'He to my reft. 

Jnli. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman } 
Nurf. The fonne and heire of old Tyberio. 

Jul. What’s he that now is going ont ofthe doore } 
Nurf Marry that I thinke be young petrucheo. 

Jul. W hat’s he that followes here, that would not dance t 
Nurfe. I know not. 

Jul. Goe aske his name, if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Royneo, ana a Momtague, 

The onely fonne of your great enemy. 

Jul. My onely love fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene unknowne, and knowne too late: 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nurf. What’s tis ? what’s tis? 
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Jul. A Ryme I learnt even now 
oneldanc’twithall. 
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Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeunt* 

Chorus. 

Now old defire doth in his death-bed lye. 

And young affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

That fairefor which love groned and would dye. 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now 'Romeo is belov’d and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes : 

But to his fbefuppos’d he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loves Iweet bait from fearefull hooks- 
Being held a foe, he may not have accefle 
Tobreath fuch vowes as lovers ufe to Iweare: 

And fhe as much in love, her meanes much lefle. 

To meet her new beloved any where. 



F ' of Romeo and Juliet. 

nut naflion lends them power, time meanes to meet, 

Scoring extremities with extreme fweet. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

<v O 0 . Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Trane backe dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben- 'Romeo, my Coufin Romeo, Romeo. 

jHer.Heis wife, and on my life hath ftollen him home to bed, 

Reu. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio. 

Nay Tie conjure too. I,)j : ' 

Romeo, humours, madam, paffion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle of a figh, 

Speake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d ; 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but love-shed dye;, 1 ! • " • 

Speake to my Goflip V tnus one faire vvordy : • ■ 

One nickname to her purblind fonne arid heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot lb true, 

When King (fophetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

Heheareth not, he ftirreth noc,hemoveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and 1 muft cbnjure him : '' 

I conjure thee by RoJ alines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh, 

And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, 

, That in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. 

Be». And ifheheare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
To raife a lpirit in his Mi Arefl’e circle, : 

Offome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had layd it, and conjur’d it downe. 

That were iome fpjght. 

My invocation is faire and honeft, and in his Miftrefle name, 

1 conjure onely but to raife up him. 
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Ren. Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefetrees, 
o be conforted with the humorous night : 
inc * 18 love, and beft befits the darke. 
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Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the marke : r 
Ko.v will he fit under a Medlar tree, 

And wifli his miftrefie were that kinde of fruit. 

As maidescall Medlars when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that Are were , O that Are were 
An open and cat era, and thou a Poperin pearc. 

Romeo good night, I’le to my Truccle-bed, 

This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep : 

Come, (ball we goe ? 

Ben. Goe then , for 'tis in vaine to feeke him here, 

That meanes not to be found* Exeunt. 

Rom. He jefts at fcarres that never felt a wound: 

But foft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 

It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne : 

Arile faire fiinne, and kill the envious moone, 

W ho is already ficke and pale with griefc, 

That thou her maide art ferre more faire than (he? 

Be not her maide fincefhe is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but ficke and greene, 

And none but fooles doe weare it, caft it off i 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that fhe knew (he were 1 *, 

She fpeakes, yet (he (ayes nothing ; what of that i* 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anfwere it : 

1 am too bold, 'tis not to me (be (peakes 4 
Two of the faired ftarres in alkhe heaven. 

Having (bme bufinefle, doe v entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they recurne : 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefle of her cheeke would ftiame thofe dars, 

A,s day-light doth a lampe ; her eye in heaven, 
Wouldthrough the ayrie region dreamefo bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinke it were not night. 

Sec how (lie leanes her cheeke upon her hand, 

O that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch thac cheeke, 

Jul. Ay me. 

*■ Rom, She (peakes. 
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OhJpeake again, brighc AngellJ, for thou art 
*. elorious to this night being o re my head. 

As is a winged meflenger of heaven 
Untothe white up-turned wondnngeyes 
Ofmortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 

Whcnhebedrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bofomeofthcAire. 

jul. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo ? 

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 

Or ifthou wilt not, be but (worne my love. 

And 'He no longer be a Capulet. 

Rop. Shall I heare more ? or (hall I fpeake at this ? 
y«/.'Ti shut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Momtague. 

What’s Mount ague ? it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme,nor face. O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name ? That which we call a Role, 

Byany other word would (mellas fweet : 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call’d, j 

Retaine that deare perfection which he owes. 

Without that title : Romeo d’off thy name. 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and Tie be new baptiz’d, - 
Hence-forth I never will be Rgmeo. 

Jul. What man artthou,that thusbefcreen’d in night 
So ftumbled on my counfell ? 

Ro.By a name,I know not how to tell thee who I am: 

% name deare Saint ishatefull to my felfe, 

Becaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

eares have yet not drunke a hundred wordy 
Of thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Momtague ? 

Rom. Neither faire maide, if either thee diQike. 

D . 3“l. 
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'jttl. How cam’ll thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 5 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering whothou art, 

If any of my kinfmen finde thee here. , 

3<ow.With loves light wings did I ore-perch thele Walls*. 
For ftony limits cannot hold love out ; 

And what love can doe, that dares love attempt : 

Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jftl. If they doe fee thee they will murther thee, 

Rom. Alack, there lyes more perill in thine eye. 

Than twenty oftheir words: looks thou but Iweet, 

And I am proofe againft their enmity. 

JhL I would not for the world they faw thee here. 
%om.\ have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes,. 
And but thou love me let them finde me here j 
My life werebetter ended by their hate. 

Than death prorogued wanting ofthy love. 

J«/. By whole dire&ion foundft thou out this place ? 
Rom. By love that firft did promp me to enquire, 

He lent me counlell, and I lent him eyes, 
l am no Pilot, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaft Ihore walht with the fartheft lea, 

I Ihould adventure for fuch merchandife. 

y#/. Thou know’ll the maske of night is on my face,, 
Elfe would a maiden blulhbepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft heard me Ipeake to night . 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine deny 
Whatlhavefpoke ; but farewell complement: 

Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

And I will take thy word ; yet if thou fwear’ft,, 

Thou maift prove falfe : at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle 'Romeo , , 

If thou doll love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think’ll I am too qui ckly wonne, , 

He frowne and be perverfe , and lay thee nay, , 

So thou wilt wooe , but elfe not for the world*, 
la truth fairc Mount ague I am too fond. 
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And therefor thou maift thinke my behaviour light; 

But trull me Gentleman: I’le prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange : 

Ifliould have beene more ftrange, I muft confefle-. 

But that thou overheardft ere I was ware 
l/ly true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love. 

Which the darke night hath fodifcovered. 

1 Ron*. Lady, by yonder blefled moone I vow. 

That tips with filver all thele fruit tree tops. 

Ini. O fweare not by the moone.th’inconftant moonc. 

That monthly changes in her circled orbe. 

Left that thy love prove likewife variable. 

Rom. What fhall I fweare by ? 

Jnl.Doc not fweare at all : 

Orifthou wilt, fweare by thy gracious lelfe. 

Which is the god of my idolatry. 

And I’le beleeve thee. 

Rom . If my hearts deare love. 

Jul. Well, doe not fweare , although I joy inthee, 

I have no joy of this contra& to nighf , 

It is too ralh, too unadvis’d, too fudden, 

Too like the lightning , which doth ceafe to be 
Ere one can fay it lightens : fweet good night : 

This bud of love by fummers ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet : 
(Soodnight, goodnight, as Iweet repofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart asthat within my breaft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leave me lb unlatisfied ? 

Jul. Whatfatisfadlion canft thou have tonight ? 

^Th’exchange ofthy loves faithfull vow for mine. 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it. 

And yet I would it were to give againe. 

tyn. Wouldll thou withdraw it ? for what purpofe love ? 

Jul. But to be ftanke and give it thee again. 

And yet I wilb but for the thing I have. 

Wy bounty is as boundlefle as the fea, 
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My lwe asdeepe, the more I give to thee 

The more I have , for both are infinite : 

I heare fome noife within, deare Love adue : 

Anon good Nurfe , fweet Montague be true ; 

Stay but a little, I will come againe. 

%om. Oblefled,bieffed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a drearne. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall. . 

Jul. Three words deare Romeo y and good night indeedo 
If that thy bent oflove be honourable* 

Thy purpdfe Marriage, fend me word to morrow, 

By one that I’leprocure to come to thee, 

W here and what time thou Wilt performe the rites, 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay, _ 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world. Madam* 

I come anon: but ifthoumeanft not well, 

I doe befeech thee (by and by 1 come) Madam. 

Toceafe tby fuit, and leave me to my griefe, 

To morrow will I fend- 
Rom. So thrive my foule. 

Jul. A thoufand times good-night. 

Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight. 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their bookeS, 
But lovefrom lovetoward Schools "With heavie lookes. 

Enter Jiiliet Againe. 
JulMiPtRomeoMb : O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taflel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarie than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that ca 11s upon my name : 

How (ilver fweet found Lovers tongues by night ? 
LikefofteftMuficketo attending eares. 

Jul. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

Jul- W nat a clocke to morrow 

J ShaU 
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*&$&£** . , th 

j v vill not faile, ’tis twentie yeeres till then: 

I have forgot why I did call thee backe- . 

1 iom Let me (land heretill thou rememberit. 

w. I fliall forget to have thee dill ftand chere, 
Remembring how I love thy company . 

Rom. An3 ’He ftill flay, to have thee ftill forget* 
Forgetting any other home but this . 

W.Tisalmoft morning, I would have thee gone 
And yet no farther than a wantons bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in hi s twifted gyves, *■ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

?«/. Sweet fo would . kt- , 

Yet I (liould kill thee With much cherilhing s 
Good night, good bight, 

Parting is fuch fweet forrow. 

That I (hall fay good flight till it be morrow. 

Re. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy bread. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers dole Cell, 

Hisheloe torrave. and mv defcre han to tell. 
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Enter Frier alone with a Basket. 

Fri. The grey ey’d mornefmiles on the frowning night. 
Checkring tne Eaftern clouds with ftreakes oflight : 

And fleckeld darknefle like a drnnkard reeles, 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles. 

Now ere the (unne advance his burning eye. 

The day to cheere , and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muftupfill this Oder Cage of ours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious juiced flowers. , 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Tombe ; 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe ; 

And 
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And from her wombe children of divers kind,- i ^ \ r ,, - 
We fucking on her natural lbolbme find: ' ..rodsri; -a 
Many for many Virtues excellent. 

None but for feme, and yet all different. 

O mickleis the povverfull grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs,ftones,and their true qualities ? 

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth feme fpeciall good doth give : 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrain'd from that faire ufe. 

Revolts from true birth, Rumbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mif-appji’d. 

And vice fbmetime by aftion digfiifi'd. I r r, 1 i - 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rindeof this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence,and Medicine power : 

For this being fmelt with that|>artocheares eachpartj 
Being tailed flayes all fenfes with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will j 
And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full fbone the Canker death eates up that plant. ( , 

Rom. Good mospow father. 

.Fri. Benedicite: ■; 

W hat early tongue lb fweet faluteth me ? 

Young fbnne it argues a diftemper ’d head. 

So loone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye : 

But where unbruifea youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch his limbesj there golden fleep doth reign, 
Therefore thy earlineffe,doth me afiure, 

Thou art uprous’d with fome diftemp'rature ; . 

Or if not fb, then here I hit it right. 

Our R omeo hath not been in bed to night. 

Rom. That Iaft is true, the fweeter reft was mine." 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline ! 

Rom, With Rofaline > my ghoftly father, no, 



r 



•.if V 



i yr.' 



A 



(V> n 



of Romeo and Julier- 

vu,vo forgot that name, and that names woe. r, ? ! f 
r' That’s my good fonne , but where haft thou been then ? 
Tm 1’le tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: • • 

T have been feafiing with mine enemy, 
where on a fudden one hath wounded me, ' 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies < 

Within thy helpe and. holy Phyficke lyes : 

1 beare no hatred bleffed man, for loe, 

Mvinterceffiondikewife fteads my foe. _ 

Fri, Be plaine good fonne and homely in 
RidlinS confelfion findes but ridling fhrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare love is fee 
Onthe’fairedaughter ofrich (fapttlet : 

Asmine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine, 

And all combin’d, favewhat thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how. 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
l’le tell thee as we pafle : but this I pray, 

That thou confent to marry us to day. 

Frt, Holy S. Francis, what a change is here / 
h Rofaline, whom thoudidft love fo deare, 

Sofoone forfaken ? young mens love then lyes . 

Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
ftfit Maria / what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in wafte, 

Tofeafon love that ofit doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven clcares, , 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient eares; . 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit, 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this : fentence then, 

[Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

*fyn. Thou chid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline . 

■on* For doa ting, not for loving, Pupill mine. 
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Horn. Andbadft mebury love. 

Fr/. Not in a grave. 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom- 1 pray thee chide me not, her I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 

The other did not 16. 

Fri. O foe knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote that could notlpell: 

But come young W averer , come and goe with mat 
In one refpeft Tie thy afliftant be : 

For this alliance may lb happy prove. 

To turne your houfoolds rancor to pure love* 

Rom. O let us hence , I ftand on ludden hafte. 

-Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumblethat run faft. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer . W here the Dev’U foould this Romeo be ? came he not 
home tonight? 

Ben- Not to his fathers, I Ipoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Roftlint 
Torments him 16 , that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt,xhe Kinlmantoold Qapulet, hath lent a letterto 
his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anlwer it. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anlwere a Letter. 

'Ben. Nay he will anlwere the Letters Matter, how hee dares, 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo , hee is already dead , ftab’d with a 
white wenches blacke eye, runne through the earewithaLove- 
long, the very pinne of his heart cleft with the blinde Bow*boics 
but- foaft : and is be a man to encounter Tib alt ? 

Rci*t- Why ? what is Tibalt ? 

Mer, More than Prince of Cats : O bee’s the courageous 
Captaine of Complements : hee fights as y :u ling PricVe-fong, 
keepestimc,diflance, and proportion ; he refts his minum reds, 
one, two, and the third in your bolbme : the very Butcher of a 
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flke button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very firft 
L „f e , of the firft and fecond caufe, ah. the immortall Paflado, the 
puntoreverfo, the Hay. 
r Ben. The what? 

Mer. The Poxe of liich antique lifping affe&ing phantafies, 
thefe new tuners of accents : by Jelu a very good blade , a very 
tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand- fire, that wee foould be thus afflidfed with thefe 
ftrange flies, thefe fafoion- mongers, thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand fo much on the new forme, that they cannot fit at eafe on 
the old bench ? O their bones, their bones l 
Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe,likea dri'd Herring: O flefo, 
how art thou fifoified ? Now is he for the numbers tha tPetrarch 
flowed in. Laura to his Lady was a Kitchin wench , marrie Hie 
had a better love to berime her ; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra t 
Gipfie , Helen and Hero hildings and harlots , Thuby a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe.Seignior RomeoBon jour, there's 
a French falutation to your French flop: you gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 
yon? 

Mer. The flip fir,the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mercutio, my bufinefle was great, and 
in fuch a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That’s as much as to lay,fuch a cafe as yours conftraines 
a man to bow. in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning to curfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Why then is my pump well flowred. 
orcu. Sure wit , follow mee this jeft now till thou haft 
ft rneoutthypumpe, that when the finglefole of it is worne, 
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thejcft may rcmajne after the wearing folyfingular. 

%9m. O fingle fol’djeft, foly Angular for the finglenelfe, 

Mer. Come between us good Benvolio, my wits faint. 

Rom: Swits and fpurs,lwits and Tpurs,or lie cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I am done; 
for thou haft more of the wilde goofein one of thy wits, than 
I am lure I have in my whole five. Was I with you there for 
the goofe ? 

Rom . Thou waft never with me for any thing^vhen thou waft 
not there for the goole. 

Mer . I will bite thee by the eare for that jeft. 

Rom. Nay good goofe bice nor. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bittetlweet ing , it is a moft fharp fauce, 

Rom. And is it not well fervid in tea fweet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Chevcrell , that ftretches from an 
inch narrow to an ell-broad. 

Rom.l ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 
goofe! proves thee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groaning for love? 
now art thou fbciable » now art thou Romes., now art thou what 
thou art by art as well as by nature : for this driveling love is 
like a great Natural! > that runs lolling up and downetohide 
hisbableinahole. 

Ben. Stop there, flop there. 

Mer . Thou defireft me to flop in my tale againft' the haire. 

Ben. Thou wouldft elle have made thy rale large. 

Mer* O thou art deceived* I would have made it fhortjforl 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occurty the argument no longer. 

Rom. Here’s goodly gears. ' v Enter N ttrfe and her want 

A fade, a fide. " ;><v 

Mer. Two, two, a fhirt and a fmocke.- 

JVurfe. Peter. 

1 Peter . Anon. 

Nttrf My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fair St f* c & 

Nurfe. God ye good morrow gentlemen. 

Met* 
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Mtr. God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman, 

Nurfe* Is it goodden ? 

Mer. ’Tis no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now upon the pricke of noone. 

Nttrf e. Out upon you, what a man are you ? 

Ro. One Gentlewoman that God hath made, himfelfe to mar. 

Nttrfe. By my troth it is well faid , for himfelfe tomarre 
quoth a / Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may finde 
the young Romeo ? 

Rom.\ can tell you : but youngRomee will be older when you 
havefound him, than hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

1 Afor/c.YoufaywelL 

Mer. Yea,is the worft well ? very well tooke ifaith, wifely , 
fwfely* 

Nurfe. Ifthou be he firj defire feme confidence with you. 

Ben. She will endite him to fome (upper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rom. What haft thou found ? 

Mer . No hare fir , unleffe a hare fir in a Lenten pie > that is 
fomething ftale and hoare ere it be (pent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meat 
in Lent. 

Bat a hare that is hoare is toortiuch for a fcore , when it hoares 
ereitbelpent. 

Romeo, will you comedo your fathers ? wee’ll to dinner thither. 

Rom. 1 will folfoW you! 3 ' 1 ’i ’ 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exeunt. 

Nur. I prayyou fif Vvhat faucie Merchant was thisthatwas 
fofull ofhis roperie. ■ ' : 

fsr A Gentleman Nurfe that loves to heare himfelfe talk, and 
will fpeake more in a minute than he will ftand to in a moneth. 

■/V»r . And a (peake ally thing againft me, I’le take him down, 
and a were luftier than hee is, and twenty fuch Jackes : and if I 
cannot, Tfe finde thofe that fhall : feurvie Knave, I am none 
0 her Gil-flurts, I am none ofhis skaines mates : and thou mud 

E z ftand 
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ftand by too , and fuffer every Knave to ufe mee at his pi ea , 
fure. 

Tet. I faw no man ufe you at his pleafure , if I had, mywe a . 
pon fhould quickly have beeneout : I warrant you I dare dravv 
as (bone as another man, if I fee occafion, in a good quarrell, and 
the law on my fide. 

Nurfe. Now afore God I am lovext, that every part about 
mee quivers : fenrvie Knave : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out : what (lie bid mee 
fay, I will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me tell ye, if yee fhould 
leadeherina Fooles Paradife,astheyfay,it were a verygroffe 
kinde of behaviour, as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is young, 
ard therefore it you fhould deale double with her,truely it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake 
dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, I proteft 
unto thee. 

Nurfe. Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much :Lord, 
Lord, fhe will be a joyfijll woman. 

Romeo. W hat wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thoudoeft not marke 
mee. 

Nur. I will tell her fir that you doe proteft , which as I take 
it, is a Gentlemanlike offer. 

Romeo, Bidher devife fome meanes to come to fhriftthisaf- 
ternoone. 

And there fhe fhall at Frier Laurence Ge4f 
Be fhrived and married : here is for tfey, paines. 

Nurfe. No truly fir not a pennie- 

Rom. Goe too , I fay you (hall. 

Nurfe. This afternoone fir, well,fhefhall be there. 

Rom. And ftay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall:- 
Within this houre my man fhall be with thee. 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling ftaire, 

W hich to the high top-gallant of my joy, 

Muftbe my convoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell, be trufty, and lie quite thy paines, 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

r r vj ow God in Heaven ble0e thee : harke you fir. 
f 0 „. What faift thou my deare Nurfe 
fZr, Is vour man fecret ? did you ne re here fay , two may 

kee^c counfell putting one away? 
iom Warrant thee my mans as true as fteele. 

Nurfe Well fir, myMiftreffeis the fweeteft Lady ; Lord, 
Tord ' when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
1 ninTowne, oncParu , thatwould fame lay Knife aboord, 
E (he good (oule had as lieve fee a Toade, a very Toade as fee 
him • I anger her fometimes,and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rernian : but He warrant you when 1 fay fo ihee lookes as pale 
as any clout in the vertall world. Doth not Rofemary and Ro- 
meo begin both with a Letter ? 

Hm. I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with anR. 

Nur. A mocker, that’s the dogges name , R. is for the no. I 
know it beginnes with fome other letter, and fhe hath the pret- 
tied fentendous of it, of you and Rofemary, that it would doe 
you good to heareit. 

Rom- Commend me to thy Lody. 

Nurfe. I a thoufand times. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nurf Before and apace. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet. 

Ju. The clock ftrook nine when I did fend the Nurfe, 

Inhalfe an houre fhe promis’d toreturne: 

Perchance fhe cannot meet him ; that’s not fo : 

Oh (he is lame, loves Heralds fhonld be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafter glides than the funs beames,: 

Driving backe fhadowes oyer lowring hills : 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doves draw love, 

, And therefore hath the winde-fwift Cupid wings. . 

Now is the lunne upon the highmoft hill 
Ofthis dayes journey , and from nine till twelve 
Is three long houres.yet fhe is not come : 

Had fhe affeifions and warme youthfull blood. 

She would be as fwife in motion as a ball. 

My 
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My words would bandy her to my fweet Love, 

And his to me, but old folkes many faine as they were dead, 
Unweildy , flow, heavie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God foe comes : O honey Nurlc what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nurfe. Peter ftay atthegate. 

Jul. Now good fweet Nurfe, O Lord why look'ft thou fad j 
Though newes be (ad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good, thou ftiam’ft the Muficke of fweet newes, 

By playing it to me with fo fowre a face. 

Nurfe, I am weary, give me leave a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ? 

Jul. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes : 

Nay come, I pray thee (peake, good, good Nurfe (peake. 

Nurfe. Jeln what hafte ? can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haftbreath 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good jor bad ? anlwere to that, 

Say either, and Tie ftay the circumftance, 

Let me be fatisfi’d, ift good or bad ? 

Nurfe. W ell, you have made a Ample choice » you know not 
how to choofe a man : Borneo-, no not he , though his face be bet- 
ter than any mans, yet his legge excels all mens , and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they be not to be talkt on, yet they 
are paft compare ; hee is not the flower ofcurtefie,but lie war- 
rant him as gentle as a Lambe : goe thy waies wench, ferve God. 
W hat ? have you din’d at home ? 

Jul. No, no, but all this did I know before, -> 

W hat (ayes he of cur marriage ? what of that ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akes,what a head have I ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah my backe, my backe, 

Befhrew your heart for fending me about, 
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Tocatch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

1 ?«/. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 
c vect iwcet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what faies my Love ? 
sv ^ir. Your love fayes like an hone ft Gentleman, 

And ^courteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vertuous : where is your mother ? 

jul. Where is my mother ? why foe is within > where foould 
ftv be? 

Ho.vodlythou rep’ieft, 

Yo n r Lov-e layes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is yoor Mother ? 

Nurfe- O i jods Lady dcare, 

Are you (b hot ? marry come up I trow, 

Is this the ponltis for my aking bones ? 

Hence-fbiward doe your meflages your felfe. 

Jul Here’s (itch a coile, come, what faies ‘Borneo ? 

Afor.Have yougot leave to goe to Thrift to day ? 

J»/. Ihave. 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you a wife ; 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes, 

They’ll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I murt another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muft climbe a birds neft (bone when it is darke. 
lam the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you (hall beare the burden (bone at night- 
Goejleto dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Frier and Romeo- 
rn. Sofmilethe heavens upon this holy A61, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

%om. Amen, Amen : but come 4 what forrow can, 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
hat one (tort minute gives 'mein her fight : 

Uoe l “ ou but clofe our hands with holy words. 

Then ■ 
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Then love-devouring death doe what he dare, 

It is enough I may but call her mine . 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends. 

And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder, 

W hich as they kifle conlume. The fweeteft honey 
Is Iothfcmnefleinhis owne delicioufnefle, 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately , long love doth lb. 

Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady,Oh lo light a foot 
W ill never weare out the everlafting flint : 

A Lover may beftride the Goflamours,, 

That idles in the wanton fummer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, lb light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo fhall thank thee daughter for us both. 

Jul. As much to him , elfe in his thanks too much. 

Tom. Ah Juliet, if the meafure of thy joy 
Beheapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
Toblazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich Mufickes tongue, 

Unfold theimagin’d happineflethat both 
Receive in either by this deare encounter. 

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter than in words. 

Brags ofhis fubftance, not of ornament ; 

They are but beggars that can count their worth. 

But my true love is growne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme up fome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come,comewithme,and wewill make fhortvvorkej 
For by your leaves you fhall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and men. 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio let’s retire, 

The day is hot, the (Jayulets abroad. 

And ifweemeet we fhall not lcape abraule, for now thefe hot 
dayes is the mad blood ftirring. 

Mtr< 
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j^fer.Thon art like one ofthele fellowes , that when hee en- 
ters the confines of a Taverne, claps mee his Iword upon the 
Table, and layes , God fend me no need of thee: and by the o- 
peration ofthe fecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need- 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode as 
any in Italy , and as foone moved to bee moodie, and as foone 
moodietobemoved. 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two luch, wee fhould have none 
Ihortly, for one would kill the other. Thou / why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hatha hairemore, or ahaire lefle in 
his beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, having no other reaibn, but becaufe thou haft 
halell eyes : what eye but luch an eye would Ipie out fuch a 
quarrell ? thy head is as full of quarrels as an eggeis full of meat, 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling : thouhaft quarrelled with a man.for coifing in the ftreet, 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dogge that hath laine afleep in the 
Sun. Didftthou not fallout with a tailor , for Wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another , for tying his new fhooes 
with old ribbands and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling. 

Ben. And I were lb apt to quarrell as thou art, any man Ihould 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter. . \ 

Mer . The fee-fimple, O Ample / •■-•!: 

Enter Tibalt , Petruchio, and. other}. 

Ben. By my head here come the £*pulets, . 

Mer. By my heele I care not, •! . iv/ ' ,- 
. Td. Followrme^tofe j foti will fpeake itdthem. 

Gentlemen Good-den, a word with oneof you. , 

Mer. And hut one word with one of us ? couple it with fome- 
tnmg, make it a wordand a blow. 

Ttb You (hallfinde me apt enough, to that fir, and vou fhall 
giverne occanon J 

^not-take lbme occafion without gi- 

* 1 . i-) 3 OV’i ,* 5/ - f 
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Tib; Mer cut to 'hou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer, Confort / what doeft thou make us Minftrels ? and thou 
make Minftrels of us,looke to heare nothing but dilcords; here’s 
my Fiddle-fticke, here’s that (hall make you dance: zounds 
contort. _ •■■''i-'" 

Ben. Wetalke here in the publike haunt of men, 

Either withdraw unto lome private place. 

Or reafon cold ly of your grievances, 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on us. :'r, . 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for namans pleature I. 

• ■ Enter Romeo. 

Ti- Well, peace bewith you fir, here comes my man. 
JAfr.But lie be hang’d hr if he weare your Livery : i 

Marry >goe before tofieJdshredll bcyour follower, 1 " > 

YoutfWOffhip fn that fenfe may call him man. : • ’ ! 

T ib ■ Romeo, the love I beare thee can affoord 
No better tearme than this rj thou art a Vi llaine. 

* Rom. Tibalitfcta reafbn: that I have tolove thee, »:u 
Doth much exei^ the' appmaitting rage 1' lv 

Tofuch’agreetingfVillainelam-non^ 1 '' 1 iy " b 
Therefore farewell , I fee thou know’ft me not. 

Tib • Boy, this fhall not excnfe the injuries 
That tho^iihalWoneme, therefore tnrne and draw. 

Rom. iidoe pwteftT uieverdnjtff’d theef 
But love thee better than thou canft devife, ‘o, . 

Tillthou ftra It- knovV the reafon of my love : 

And fogood Capuletj which name I tender 
Asdearelyasmyowne,be{adsfted. : carl . ■ .L - 

Mer. O calmedifhorKafrable^Vile klbmiffion, 'f ’ ■ . 
tsfllaftucatho carriesitaway : nr >- 1 ' 

Tibalt, you rat-catcher , wilt you walke? 

Tib. What wouldft thou have with me ? 

...Mer. Good King of Cats , nothing but one of your nine 
lives, that 1 meane to make bold withall, and as you fhall 
vfz mee hereafter . dry beite fheireft of the eight- Will you 

plucke your fword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? make hafte, 
a left 



of Romeo and Juliets 

left mine be about your eares e’rc it be out. 
fib. I am for yon* 

fom. Gentle Mercutio put thy Rapier up. u j;, 

Mer. Come fir, your Pafl'ado. ii / 

Draw Benvolio, beat downe their weapons.? 

Gentlemen for fhame forbeare this outrage. ] • ; , , , ; r 

fibalt, Mercutio, the Prince expreflely hath v\ 

Forbid bandyingin Verona's ftreets: 

Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio. 

Avt>aj Tibalt. 

Mer. I am hurt : 

A plague a both houles , I am fped; 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer • I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marry ’tis enough : 
WhereismyPage?goevillaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom- Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. ! ? 

Mer. No, ’ti s not lo deepe as a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but ’tis enough , ’twill ferve, aske for mee to morrow and 
you (hall finde mee a grave man. 1 am peppered I warrant for 
this world, a plague a both your houles .• ’zounds a dogge,a rat- a 
iroufe, a cat to tcratch a man to death; a braggart, a rogue; a vil- 
hine,that fights by the booke of Arithmeticke why the dcv’U 
came you betweene us ? I was hurt under your arme. 

Rim. I thought all for the heft. 

Mer. Hejpe me into f^me houfe Benvolio , 

Or I fhall faint : a plague a both ypur houles. 

They have made wormes meat of me, - • , ■ ^ 

1 have it, and foundly to your houles — . 

Exit. ..ax 

A«w.This Gentleman , the Princes neere ally, 

My very friend , hath got his mortall hurt 

In my beha lfe, my reputation ftain’d 
With Tibalts flaunder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hath beene my coufin. O fweet Juliet , 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foftned valours fteele. 

F a Enter 
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• €nter Benvolio. 

Ten. O Romeo, Romeo , brave Mercutio's dti d. 

That gallant fpirit hath afpir'd the clouds, - ' • 

W hich too untimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Rom. This dayes blacke fate on moredaies doth depend, 
This but begins the woe others muft end. 

Ben. Here comesthe furious Ttbalt back again. 

Rom. He gone in triumph, and Mercutio llunc. 

Away to heaven refpetftive lenity. 

And fire and fury be my conduit now* 

Now Ttbalt take the villaine backe againe 
That late thou gav’ft me, for Mer cut id's Joule 
Is but a little way above our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him company : 

Either thou or I, or both, muft goe with him. 

Tib. Thou, wretched boy, that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. / rr A 

■Rozw-fThis fhalfdetermine that; 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 

Ben. Romeo, away , be gone, 

TheGitizensareup, and7YWf flaine: ^ ■ 

Stand npt amaz’d, the Prince willdoom thee death, 

]f thouirt taken thence, be gone, away. 

Rom.O I am fortunes foole. 

Ben. W hy doft thou flay. ? 

Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens. 

fit- Which way ran he that ki I’d Mer cut io ? 

Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Trincc,old Mountague, Capulet, 
their wives and all. 

Prim Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcover all 
The unluckie mannage of this fatal! brail. 
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There lyes the man flaineby young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfmanbrave Mtrcntio . 

Tap- (Vi- Tibalt my coufin,0 my brothers chi Ide> 

0 pfiace, Ocoufin,husband, O theblood isfpild, 

Of my dcare kinfman : Prince, as thou art true, 
porblood of ours fhed blood o i Mountague. 
Ocoufimcoufin. 

Brin. Benvolie , who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here (lain, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
Borneo that fpokehim faire,bad himbethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d withall 
Your high dilpleafure : all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed. 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercutio's breaft : 

Who all as hot, turnes dead ly point to point. 

And with a martiall Icorne with one hand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fend s 
It backe to Ttbalt, whofe dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part ; and Ivvifter than his tongue 
His agill arme beats downs theirfatall points. 

And ’tvvixt them rallies : underneath whole arms. 

An envious tbruft from Ttbalt hit the life. 

Offtout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled : 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who bad but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout Tibalt flaine. 

And as he fell did Romeo turne and flie, 
is is the truth ,or let "Benvolio dye. 

Jt m - Heis 3 kinfman to the Mount aoues< 
ion makes him falle, he Ipeakes not true : 

AnTnTV of them fought in this blackeflrife, 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

gge for juftice, which thou Prince muft give, 

* 3 
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Romeo flew Tibalt, Romeo muft not live. 

Prin. "Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio , 

Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe ? 

Mou. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutio' i friend. 
His fault concludes but what the law (hould end, 

The life of Tibalt. 

/Vo*. And for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence. 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding. 
But lie amerceyou with lb ftrong a fine. 

That yon fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers (hall purchafeout abufes. 
Therefore ufe none , let Romeo hence in hafte, 

EHe when he is found, that faoure is the laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed (feeds. 

Towards Phoebus lodging, (uch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in dowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine love-performing night. 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, untalkt of and unfeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights. 

By their ovyne beauties , or of love too blind. 

It beft agrees with night : comecivill night, 

Thou (bber fuited matron all in blacke, . 

And learne me how to lofe a winning match, 

Plai’d for a paire of ftainleffe maiden-heads : 

Hood myunman’d blood baiting in my cheekes, 
With thy blacke mantle: till ftrange love grow bold, 
Thinke true love ailed fimple modefty : o ■ 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day innight; 
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p or thou wilt lye upon the wings of night. 

Whiter than fnow upon a Ravens backe : 

Come gentle night, o me loving black- brow’d night. 

Give me my Romeo, and when he (hall dye, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face ofheaven fo fine. 

That all the world (hall be in love with night. 

And pay no werfhip to the garifh funne. 

0 1 have bought the manfion of a love. 

But not poffert it , and though I am fold, 

Not yet injoy ’d ; (o tedious is this day. 

As is the night before (bme feftivall. 

To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 

Andmaynorweare them- O here comes my Nurfe,. 

Enter T^urfe with cords . 

And fhebrings newes, and every tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeo’s name, lpeakes heavenly eloquence. 

Now Nurfe, what newes ? what haft thou there ? 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nurfe. I, I, the cords. 

Jul. Ay me, what newes ? why doeft thou wring thy hands ? 
Nur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, hee’s deaa, 

Weare undone Lady, we;are undone : 

Alack the day, hee’s gone, hee’s kill’d, hee’s dead, 

Jul. Can Heaven be (b envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who ever would have thought it Romeo ? 

Jul. What divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be. roar’d in difmall hell : 

Hath Romeo fiaine himfelfe?(ay thou but I, 

And that bare vowel 1 1 (hall poyfon more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 
lam not Iifthere be fuch an I, \ ; r 

Or thofe eyes (hot, that makes thee anfwere I, 

J nebeflainefey I,orifnot,No, 

founds determine of my weale or woe. 

Nurfe'. 

iil ' ' ' . - >V&; 
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Nurfe. T faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, 

God fave the marke : here on his manly brefl, 

A piteous coarle, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bedeaw’d in blood. 

All in gore blood : Iiwouned at the fight. 

Jul. O breake my heart, poore bankrupt breake at once, 
To prifoneyes, ne’re lookeon liberty. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, 

And thou an dRomeo prefleone heaviebeere. 

Nurfe O Tib alt, Tib alt, the beft friend I had, 

O courteous T ibalt , honed Gentleman, 

That ever I (hould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contrary ? 

Is Romes flaughtred ? and is Tib alt dead ? 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord ; 

Then dreadfull trumpet lound the generall doome, 

For who is living if thofe two are gone ? 

Nurje. T ibalt is gone , and baniflied, 

•Romeo that kild him,heisbanifhed. 

Jul. O God did Romeo's hand fhed Tibalts blood ? 
Nurfe.lt did, it did, alas the day it did. 

Jul. O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face / 

Did ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall, . 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifh-ravening Iamb, 
Defpifed fubflance of divineft fhew, 
Jufloppofitetowhat thou juflly feemeft, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villa me. 

O nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradileoffuch Iweet flefh ? 

W as ever booke containing Id vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould d wel 1 
In (uch a gorgeous palace ! 

JV«r .There’s notruft,no faith no honefty in men. 

All perjur’d, all forfworne, all naught, ali diffemblers : 
Ah, where’s my man ? give me fome yiqua vita. 
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thefe grieies,thefe woes,thefe forrowes makemeoid. 

Shame come to Romeo. 

jul. Bliftered be thy tongue 
Forfuch awilh : he was not borne to fhame, 

Upon his brow fliame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univeriall earth. 

0 what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will you fpeake well of him that kill’d your coufin ? 
Jul. Shall I fpeake ill of him chat is my husband? 

Ah poore my Lord ! what tongue '{hall (mooththy name. 

When I thy three houres wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my coufin ? 

Thatvillaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backefoolilh teares, backe to your native Ipring, 

Your tributary drops belohg to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer up tojoy. 

My husband lives that T ibalt would haveflaine. 

And Tihalt's dead that would have flainemy husband : 

All this is comfort : where fore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tibalts death 
That murdred me : I would forget it faine. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners mindes; 

Tibalt is dead,and Romeo baniflied. 

That banifhed,that one word baniflied. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts : Tibalts de*th 
Was woe enough , ifit had ended there. 

Oriffowre woe delights in fellowfliip. 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes. 

Why follow'd not, when fliefaid Tibalt'sdcad, 

wl-u or th y mother > nay%r both, 

hich moderne lamentation might have mov'd : 
p C Wlt . h ? ^reward following Tibalts death, 

*°”>eo is baniflied: to fpeake that word, 1 r; 1 

? ,X Cr » ™ th , er , Tibalt {Romeo, Juliet, j ! ; ‘ r ‘ 

AHflaine, all dead, Romeo is bardlhed. «■>' 

' G There 
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Thereisijo^jpgKmj^aftireibonncfc -vibflv A - 
In that words deathi, no words can that woe found. 




Jul. W afh theybis wounds whh{eare,s,;riine:fhall be Ipenc, 
W hen theirs are ary, for "Romeo’s banifhment. 

Take up thofe cords ; poore ropes you are beguil’d, * 

Bothyoju and I, iqt Romepi^e^dl’d ? If /.-uvA, 



,Ile to^ Wedding bed,’ ; 

And death, not mo , take my maidenhead. 

Nurfe. Hye to your chambesvUe ftnde Romeo % 

- To comfort you, ; I wot well where he is, 

Harke you, your %>« will be, here at night tm y t i . r. mo? 
lie to him, ne is hid at Laurence Cell. ; ■ , 

Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true Knight, 

i: X : 

c nsd j I csaivv ytot yrctfw : r 
tl Romeo*/ nv.>- 

Fri/Romeo come fqrt;h,come forth thou fearfhll man, ' : 
Affli&ion is enamor’d of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded- to^calamity. o. \;y m:::r.V.*;ll 

■ps. Father what nevves ? vy&tgjp theRrinees do<ane?*tiV,.bT 
What fbrrow craves acqmaintan^^t my hand, li .Bv.fPiinr/! riT 
That yet I knovy qot? , * .• ; , . ; • • : • ■ ; nY r ':$H 

Pr#'. Too familiar 

Is my deare fbnne with fuch fbwre company ; 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. t v l :: ' a ± 

Ro. W hat IefTe than doomfday is the Princes doome ? 

Fri. A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips; 

Not bodies death, but bodies banifhment. - 
Rom. Ha / banifhment ? b.e merciful!* By death, 

For exi le hath more terrour inh& looke, . : 1 : ® 1 " : ' : 

Muclynore than death : doe not fay banifhment. h 'rr; 

Jr*. Here from Ferova arc thou bawlhed ; 
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Be patient, for the world is broad >nd wide. 

D Rom. There is no world without^cmr* Wall# ' O .ww?. 
But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe. 

Hence banifhed is banilht from the world, 

^nd worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
Is death mifrearm’d : calling death banifhed. 

Thou cut’ft my head oft with a golden Axe, k;f: . ' ' 

And foil’ll upon the Broke that murders me. 

f r i, O deadly finne 1 0 rude unthankfolnefle ! 

Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hathrufht alide the law. 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifhment i 
This isdearemercy ,and thou feeft it not. 

%m .' Tis torture, and not mercy : Heavenis here 
'Nhttt Juliet lives, and every cat and doggc, 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing , ^ •' 1 

Live here in heaven, and may lOoke on her, :fl; - ^ ' 

But Romeo may not. More validity, 

Morehonourableftate, more Courtfhip lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo .* they may feize 
Onthewhite wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And fteale immortall bleffing ’from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftall modefty 
Stillblufh,as thinking their owne kiflcs finne ; 

This may flies doe, when I from this muft flye, 

And faift thou yet that exile is not death? 1 

MRomeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doe this, but I from this muft flye : 

They are free men , but I am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poifon mixt,no fharpe grownd knife, 

Nofudden meane of death, though nere fb meane, 

But Banifhed to kill me? Banifhed/ 

0 Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell, 

Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftlyConfeflor, v. 

finne Obfblver, and my Friend profeft, h ts: 

] ° mangle me with that word banifhed? 

9 * A • Fri* 
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Pri.Thoufond nMd«aft»-feeace,me alatle.4eaki, r2a -,„. - 
Rom. O thou Wilt %cakc againe of banifhment. 

Fri. He give thee armour to keepe off that word, 
Adverfities fweet milke,Phil.ofophy> 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Rom. Yet baniQhed 3 hang up Phiiofophy, 

Unleffe Philofophy 

Difplant a towne, revtfrfe aiPriflcesdoomft, >.~u ^ 

It helpes not, it fGtevaifeS not, taike no more* 

Fri. O thejrJ fee; that mad 

Rom. How fhould th«yswhf Oiwafes rtien have no eyes ;• 

Fri, Let me tvvtlciaitibee feftiiy' cSdteid rstf r b'mm h 
'Rom. Thou canft not jpeaktaf chafe thou do’ft not fede,. 
Wert thou as young asd. Jit Hat thy love* ‘iU 3 ‘103 Sll 1 •SR&Jx 

An houre but married , Tik/tlf murdered* v-ii 
Doting like me, and lfke *ae.baor&sedi> , 

Then might!! thou Ipeake, 

Thenmightft thou teare thy hatt*e» \ i 

And fall upon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an unmade grave, w A nr ii: ; i ,J : 

NpnftkitokkFs. ■ blovob': ' v f-' b rife) 
Fri. Arife, one knockes,good Romeo hide thyfelfe. 

Rom. Not I, unlefle the breath of hear t-licke grones 
Milt- like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knot ike.': noil I n ; ;:! • t oobas : f) , -i.- T 

Fri. t .uke how theyktoocke (who’s there 3) %<mco arife, . 
Thou wia. be taken (flay a while) ftand up. 

Knoche againe. 

Run to my ftudy (by and by) Gods will, 

W hat limpleneffe is this : I come, I come* . 

Knoche. 

Who knockes fo hard ? whence come you ■? what’s your will ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Ni nr. Let me come in, and you (hall know my errand: 

I come from Lady Juliet. b: , v *f •: r - • 

Fn. W elcome theft. 

Nat. O holy Frier, 0 tell line holy Frier, 

Where’s 
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Where’s my Ladies Lord ? where's Romeo ? 

Fri- There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

V Kur O, he is even in my Miftrefle cafe, 

Tnft in her cafe : O wofoll fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament 7 even To lyes flie, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 
for Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why ftiould you fall into fo deepe an O ? 

%om. Nurfe- 

Nur. Ah lir,ah lir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth foe not thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy. 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Ob, fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes, ' ' 
Andnow falls on her bed, and then ftarts up. 

And Tib a It calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly levellofagun, 

Did murther her, as that names eurfed hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may iacke 

Thehatefull manfion. 

An. Hold thy defperatehand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou arr. 

Thy teares are womanifh ,thy vvilde afts denote 
Theunreafonable fury ofabeaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy dilpofition better temper’d, 
alt tnou flaioe Ttbult ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 

G 3 And 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes, 

By doing damned hate upon thy felfe ? 

Why rail'll thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth. 
Since birth, and heaven,and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lofe ? 
Fie, fie, thou foam’ft thy foape,thy love, thy wit. 
Which like an Ufiirer aboundft in all. 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed. 

Which fliould bedecke thy foape,thy love, thy wit* 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme of waxe, 

Di grefling from the valour of a man : 

Thy deare love fworne, buc hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow’d to ch&ifo i 
Thy wit, that ornament to fhape and love, 
Miffe.foapen in the conduct of them both. 

Like powder in a skill-Ielfc louldiers flaske. 

Is fet on fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What ? rowle thee ’man , thy Juliet is alive. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tib Alt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tib alt , there art thou happy. 
The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of blelfings light upon thy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a misbehav’d and fullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dyemiferable. 

Goe get thee to thy love, as was decree’d, 

Afcend her chamber,hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canftnot palfeto Mantua , 

Where thou fhalt live till we can find a time 
Toblaze your marriage , reconcile your friends. 
Beg pardon of the Prince , and call thee backe. 
With twenty hundred thouland times more joy 
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Than thou vventft forth in lamentation, 
foe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heavielbrrow makes them apt unto, 

^S^OLord, I could have ftaid here all the nighr, 

Toheare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

My Lord, He tell my Lady you will come. 

Doe fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide. 

Here fir, a ring fhe bids me give you fir. 

Hie you, make hafte, for it growes very late. _ 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv’dby this. 

Tri. Goe hence, good night, and hereftands all your ftate. 

Either be gone before the watch be let. 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence : 

Sojoqrne in Mantua , lie findeout your man. 

And hefoall fignifie from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell , good night. 

Ryn. But that a joy part joy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe fo briefe to part with thee. 

Farewell. . 

Exeunt* 

Enter old Capulet, his wife, and Paris. 

("ap. Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we havehad no time to move our daughter : 

Looke you, foe lov’d her Kinfman Tib alt dearely, 

And fo did I : well s we were borne to dye . 

Tis very late, foee’H not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
1 would have beene a oed art houre agoe. 

Tar it. Thefe times of woe afford no times to wooe : 

Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will, ana know her mind early to morrow, 

Tonight foe is mewed up to her heavinefle. 

Cdp. sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender 
Ofmy childes love ; I thinke foe. will be rul’d 

In i > 
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In all refpcfls by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed, 

Acquaint her here with my fonne Paris love. 

And bid her, maike you me, on wednefday next : 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Tarts. Monday, my Lord. 

(fa. Monday, ha,ha,well wednelday is too foonej 
A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tellher 
Shee ihall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Wee’ll keepe no great adoe, a friend or two: - q 

For harke you, Tibalt being flainc fo late. 

It may be thought we held him carelefly, 

Being our kinfman, if we revell much : 

Therefore wee’ 11 have feme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end: But what lay you to Thurlday? 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow* 
Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then : 

Goe you to Jnliet ere you goe to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. „ 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me: it is fo very late, that we may call it early bvandbv. 
Goodnight. 7 7 P 

Extant, 

Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet neare day : 

It was the Nightingale and not theLarke, 

That pearc’t the fearefull hollow of thine eare ; 

Nightly Ihe lings on yond Pomegranate tree : 

Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

r Rpm. It was the Larke, the herald ofthemorne. 

No Nightingale : looke love what envious ftreakes 
Doe lace the levering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and jocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the mifty mountainestops : 

I muft be gone and livd, or flay and dye. 

Jul. Yond light is not day-light , I know it I : 
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tr ;< fome Meteor that thefunne exhale, 

Tobe to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore flay yet, thou needeftnotbegone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’n, let me beput to death, 
lam content, fo thou wilt haveit to. 

Tie lay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 

'Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthia’sbroYr. 

Nor that is not the Larke whole notes doe beat 
The vanity heaven fohigh above our heads s 
I have more care to ftay than will to goe. 

Come death and welcome , Juliet wills it lbu 
Howiftmyfoule? let s talke, it is not day. 

Jul. It is,it is, hie hence, begone away; 

Itis theLarke that lings fo out of tone, 

Strayning harlh difcords,andunp!eafing fliat pes* 

Some fay theLarke makes (weetdivilion; 

This doth not lb , for Ihe divideth us. 

Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

0 now I would they had chang’d voices too. 

Since arme from arme that voice doth us a&ray, 

Hunting thee hence with Huntfop to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rom. More light and light,more darke and darke 

our woes. 

Enter Madam and Nnrfe, 

Nurf. Madam. 

Jul. Nurfe. 

Nurf Your Lady mother is commingto your chamber. 

The day isbroke,be wary, lookeabout. 

Jul. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Farewell, farewell , one kilfe and He defcend. 

t a L^ rt t ^ l0u S one l° ve > Lordly husband,friend ? 

1 mult heare from thee every day in the houre, 

*°r in a minute there are many dayes. 

? by this count I (hall be much in yeeres, 

Ere Iagaine behold my Romeo. 

H Rom. 
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Farewell* 

I will omit no opportunity , 

That may convey my greetings, Love, to thee, 

Jul. O thinkft thou we fhall ever meet againe ? 

Rom- Idoubt it not,and all thefe woes dull ferve 
For l’weet dilcourfes in our ti me to come. 

Jul. O God, I have an ill divining foule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now.thou art fo low 
A s one dead in the botrome of a tombe ; 

Either my eye-fight failes or thou loqkft pale. 

Rom . Ana truft me loye in my eye lb aoe you, 

Dry foprow drinkes o^r blood. Adieu., adieu. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune, all men. call thee fickle j 
If thou art fickle what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith ? Be fickle fortune, v, , - : 
For then I hope thou wilf not keepe him longs 
But fend him backe. 

Enter Mother- 

La . Ho daughter, are you up? , , . ■ , 

JmI. Who ill that calls • it is my Lady mother. v- J - t . 
Is fhe not downe lo late, or up fo early ? 

What unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ?, . 

La. Why hovy now Juliet ? 

J»/. Madam I am not well. 

La. Evermore weepingfor your confins death ? * 
What? wilt thou wafh him from hisgravewith teares ? 
And if thou couldft , thou couldft not make him live ; 
Therefore have done.fome griefe fhewes much of love. 
But much of griefe fhewes ftilllbme want of wir. 
jul- Y et let me weepe for fuch a feeling lode. 

La. So fhall you feelejhe lofle, but not the friencf 
Which you weepe for. 

Jul. F eeling (o the Ioife, 

3 cannot chuie but ever weepe the friend. 

La. Well GirIe,thou weepft not lo much for his death. 
As that the villaine lives which flaughtered him. 
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Ittl. W&« villaine Madam ? 

M That fame villain t%omeo. 

7 #/. Villaine and he be manv miles afunder, 

God pardon him, I doe with allmy heart : 

And vet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

Zrf-That isbecaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul - 1 Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands % 

Would none but I might venge my coufins death. 

La. We willhave vengeance for it, fearc thou not. 

Then weep no more. He fend to one in Manttia % 

Where that fame baniflit runnagate doth live. 

Shall give him fuch an unacenftom’d dram, 

I That he fhallfoonekeepe Tihalt company, 

Andthen 1 hopethouwiltbefatisfi’d. 

Jul. Indeed I never (ball be fatisfi’d 
With Romeo till I behold him- Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinfman vext. 

Madam, if you couldfinde out but a man 
Tobeareapoylonjwould temper it. 

That Romeo fhould upon receit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To heare him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

Mo. Find thon the meanes,and lie finde fuch a man. 

But now lie tell thee joyfull tidings Girle. 

‘jul. And joy comes well infuch a needy time .• 

What are they I befeech your Ladifhip ? 

Mo. Welljvvell.thou haft a carefnll father childe. 

One, who to put thee from thy heavinefle. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy, 

That thou expe<fts not , nor I lookt not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day is that ? 

Mo. Marry my childe early next thurfday morne, 

Thegallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint ‘Peters Church, 

Shall happi ly 'make thee there a joyfull Bride. 

H t Jut. 
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3*1. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Teter too, 
He (hall not make me there a joy full Bride. 

I wonder at this haftc, that I muft wed 
Ere he that muft be husband comes to wooe : 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet j and when I doe, I fweare 
It fhall be %omeo y whom you know I hate. 

Rather than Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your father , tell him lb your felfe. 
And fee how he will take it St at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nttrfe. 

Cap . W hen the Sun fets,the aire doth drifle dew, 
But for the Sun-fet of my brothers Ibnne, 

It raines downe right. r : r ... 

How now, a Conduit Girle? what ftill in teares]? 
Evermore Ihowring ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit!! a Barke, a Sea, a windc : 

For ftill thy eves, which I may call the lea. 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares ; the Bark thy body is. 
Sailing in this lalt flood ; the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares, and they with them, 

W ithout a hidden calme will over-let 
Thy tempeft tofled body. Hownow wife ? 

Have you delivered to her our decree ? 

La. I fir, but fhe will none , fhe gives you thankes. 

I would the foole were married to her grave. 

C*p- Soft,take me with you,take me with you wife. 
How willlhe none ? doth fire not (lie give us thanks? 
Is (he not proud ? doth Ihe not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as flbe is) that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

Jttl . Not proud you have,but thankfull that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 

But thankfull even for hate that’s meant in love. 

Cap. How now ? how now- ? chopt logick? what is this? 
Proud,and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

And yet not proud .* Miftris minion, you, 

Thanke me no thankings , nor proud me no prouds, 
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nr r will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

q uc y 0U greene ficknefle carrion^ut you baggage, 

You tallow face. 

1 ia. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

7#/. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Hearc me with patience but to fpeake a word. 

Fa- Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or never after Iooke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anfwere me. 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this onely childe, 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curie in having her : 

Outonherhilding. 

Nur. God in heaven blefle her, 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her (b. 

Ft. And why my Lady wildome ? hold your tongue. 

Good Prudence fmatter with your goflips»goc. 

Nttrfe. I fpeake no trealbn. 

Fa. O Godigeden. 

Nttrfe. May not one Ipeake ? 

Fa.Vettce you mumbling foole. 

Utter your gravitie o’re a Goflips bowie. 

For here we need it not. 

Wife. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke.play. 

Alone jn company, ftill my care hath bin 
To have her matc ht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demesnes, youthfull, and nobly alli’d. 

Stuff (as they lay) with honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as ones thought would wilb a man j 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 

H 3 , A 
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A whining mammet in her fortunes tender. 

To anfvver, He not wed , I cannot love,' 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed lie pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you fliall not houfe with me ; 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not ufe tojeft, 

Thurlday is neere , lay hand on heart, advife, 

And you be mine, Ile give you to my friend ; 

And you be not,hang, beg, ftarve,dyein the ftreets, 

For by my foule lie ne’re acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fliall ever doe thee good. 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, lie not be forfworne. £ X it, 

Jul. Is there no piety fitting in the cloudes, 
Thatfeesintotheboctomeofmygriefe? • 

0 ivveet my mother caft me not away, 

Delay this marriage for a moneth, a weeke ; 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tib alt lyes. 

Mo. T alke not to me, for lie not fpeake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. Exit, 

Jul. O God,0 Nurfe, how fhall this be prevented ? 

My husband is on earth , my faith in heaven, 

How fliall that faith returne againe to earth, 
llnlefle that husband fend it me from heaven. 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, couniell me. 

A lacke,a lacke, t h at heaven fhou Id praft ice ftratagems 
Upon lb foft a lub;e<5! as my felfe. 

W hat faifl thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 

Some comfort Nurfe. (nothing, 

N, ur. Faith here it is. Romeo is banifhed, and all the world to 
That he dares ne’re come backe to challenge you : 
Orifhedoe,it needs muftbeby ftealth : 

Then finer the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft you married with the Countie. 

O hce’s a lovely Gentleman : 

Romeo's a difh-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath net fo greene, lb qtfick > fo faire an eye 

As 



of Romeo 4*/ Juliet. 

Parte hath : beflirew my very heart, 

; vou are happy in this fecond match,' 
S«Syo«® ; »rifitdidno,, 

Your firft is dead, or ’twere asgood he were, 
as living here and you no ufe of him. 
hi. Speakeft thou from thy heart ? 
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7#/. Amen. 

JFur. What ? , 

JhI. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much. 

Coe in and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Having dilpleas’d my father , to Laurence Cell, 
Tomakeconfeflion ,and tobeabfolv’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. ^ Exit. 

Jul. Ancient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 

Is it more finne to wifti me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord wirh chat fame tongue, 
j Which Ihe hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thouland times ?Goe Counfeller, 

Thouand’my bofome henceforth fhall be tvvaine : 

He to the Frier to know his remedy, 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have power to dye. - Exit. 

Enter Frier and foountj Paris. 

Fri . On Thurfday fir ! the time is very fhorc. 

Fa. My father Capulet will have it lb. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke hishafte. 

Fri. You lay you do not know the Ladies minde, 

Uneven is thi s courfe , I like it not . 

Pa. Immoderately (he weepes for T i halts death, . 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For V enm fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir her father counts it dangerous 
That (he doth give her lbrrow lb much fvvay, 

And in his wifdome haftes our marriage. 

To (lop the inundation of her teares, 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by focicty. 

lisll v Now 
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Now doe you know the reafon of this hafte ? 

Fri. 1 would I knew not why it fhould be flowed : 

Looke fir, here’s comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

Jul. That may be fir , when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be,muft be love on Thuriday next. 

Jul. What mnftbe fhallbc. 

Fri. That's a certaine text. 

Par. Come you to make confeffion to this Father ? 

Jul. To anfwer that I fliould confeffe to you. 

Par. Doe not deny to him that you love me. 

Jul. I will confefle to you that I love him. 

Par. So will ye I am fure that you love me. 

Jul. If I doe fo, it will be of more price, 

Being Ipoke behind your backe, than to your face. 

Par. Poore foule, thy face is much abus’d with teares. 

Jul. The teares have got fmall victory by that. 

For it was bad enough before their flight. 

Par. Thou wrongft it more than teares with that report. 
Jul. That is no flander fir, which is a truth) 

And what I lpake I Ipake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandredit. 

Jul. It may be lb , for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leilure , holy father, now ? 

Or fliall I come to you at evening Mafle ? 

Fri. My leifure lerves me,penfive daughter, now : 

My Lord, we muft intreat the time alone. 

Pa. God fhield I fhould difturbe devotion. 

Juliet, on thurfday early will I rowle ye, 

Ti II then adieu, and keepe this holy kifle. Exit. 

Jul. O fhut the doore,and when thou haftdonelb) 

Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paft helpe. 

Fri. O Juliet , I already know thy griefe. 

It ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits ; 

1 heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it. 

On Thurfday next be married to this County. 

J»l 
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'ltd . Tell me not Frier that thou hear'ft ofthis, 

Unlefl'e thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
ifin thy wildome thou canft give no helpe, 
noe thou but call myrefolutionwife. 

And with this knife He helpe it prefently. 

God join’d my heart and Romeo’s, thou our hands, 

Ant j ere this hand by thee to Rojmeo’s feal’d. 

Shall be the Labell to another deed. 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Tnrne to another, this (ball flay them both. 

Therefore out of thy long experienc' t time. 

Give me fome prefent counlell, or behold 
’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
| Shall play the Umpire, arbi trating that 

Which the commifflon of thy y eares and art 
Could tonoiflue of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to Ipeake, I long to dye. 

If what thou fpeak’ftfpeake not of remedy. 

fri. Hold daughter^, I doe Ipy a kinde ofhope, 

Which craves as delperatean execution, 

As that is defperate which we would prevent. 

Ifracherthan to marry Countie Earls 
Thou haft the ftrength £of will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame. 

That coop’ft with death himfelfe to lcape from it : 3 

And if thou dareft,Ile give thee remedy. 

Jul. Oh bid me leape, rather than marry Paris, 

Fromoffthe battlements of any Tower: 

Orwalkein theevifh wayes, or bid me lurke 
Where ferpents are rchaine me with roringbeares, 

Orhide me nightly in a charnell houfe, 

Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
Withreekielbankes,and yellow chaplefle skuls : 

'Oie goe into a new made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his fhroud; 
hmgs that to heare them told have made me tremble, 

I And 
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And 1 will doe it without feare or doubt, » 

To live anunftain’d wife to my Tweet Love. 

Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merry, give confent 
To marry Paru ; wednefday is to morrow. 

To morrow night lookc that thou lye alone, 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy chamber : 

Take thou this viall being then in bed, 

And this diftilling liquor drinke thou oft’, « 

When prelent ly through all thy veines (hallrunne 
A cold and drowfic humour-; for no puHe 
Shall keep his native progEe(Te,but(urceafe j 
No warmth, no breath (hall tfeftifie thou liv’ft. 

The rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall fade 
,To paly afhes,thy eyes windowes fall. 

Like death when he (huts up the day of life : 

Each part depriv’d of fupple government, 

Shall ftiffe and ftarkeand cold appeare like death : 

And in this borrow’d likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty houres. 

And then awake as from a plealant (leepe. 

Now when the bridegroome in the morning comes. 

To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead ; 

Then, as the manner of our countrey is, h 

In thy bed robes, uncover’d on the Beere, , 

Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds grave : 

Thou (halt be borne to that lame ancient vault. 

Where all the kindred ofthe Capulets lye: 

In the meane time againft thou (halt awake. 

Shall %nmeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither (ball he come :and he and I 
Will watch thy waking : and that veryuight 
Sha 1 1 Tomce beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this (hall free thee from this prelent (hame,. 

Jf no inconflantjoy nor womanifh feare 
Abate thy valour in theadfingit. 

Jti . Give me.give me,0 tell me notof feare. 

Fri. Hogget you gone, be ftrong and pro^erous 
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tn rh;s r efolve : He fend a Frier with (peed 
po Mantua with my ^ar^to thy^Lorf. 



Fare’ 



?#/. Love give me ftrength, and ftrength (hall helpe afford. 

revvcll deare father. E xettut. 

“ 6 £„ ter Father Capulet , Mother, Nurfe, and Ser - 
vingmen, two or three. 

Cap. So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

Sirrahi goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

&r.You (hall have none ill fir , for He try i f they can licke 

their fingers. 

hp. How eanft thou try them fo ? 

S#r. Marne fir it is an ill Cooke that cannot licke hisowne 
fingers therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not with 
me. 

fitf). Goe be gone, we (hall be much unfornifht for this time : 
what ? is my daughter gone to Frier Laurence ? 
jtfwr.Ifbrfooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to doe feme good on her, 

Apeevilh felfe-will’d harlotry itis. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nur. See where (he comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my head-ftrohg , where have you beene gad- 
ding? 

jW. Where I have learnt to repent the finne 
Ofdifobedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts , and am injoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

Tobegge your pardon : pardon I befeech you, ; . • 
Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him of this. 

He have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

J#/. I met the youthfull Lord at Laurence Cell, 

And gave him whac becommedlove I might, 

Notfteppingore theboundsofmodefty. 

Cap. Why I am glad ont, this is well, ftand up. 

This is as ’t mould be, let me fee the County ; 

1 marry, goe i f ay an d fetch him hither. 

I a Now 
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Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All ctar whole City is much bouhd to him. 

Jul. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my clofet, . 

To helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments 
As you thinke fit to furnifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No, not till thurfday ; there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, wee’ll to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt. 

Mo. We (hall be fbort in our pavilion, 

’Tis now neare night. 

JF<f.Tu(h, I will ftirre about, 

And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to Juliet, helpe to decke up her : 

He not to bed to night , let me alone. 

He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 

They are all forth ; well,I vvijl walke my felfe 
To County Par is, to prepare up him 
Againft to morrow ; my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this feme wayward girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Ju liet and Nurfe. 

Jul. T, thofe attires arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night, 

For I have need of many Orifons, 

To move the heavens to (mile upon my ftate, . 

Which well thou know’ft is crolfe and full of finne. 

Enter, Mother. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho? need you my help? 

JulNo Madam,We have cull’d fuch necelfaries 
As are behoovefull for our ftate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit up with you, . 

For I am fure you have jour hands full all. 

In thisfo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exemu , 
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n i Farewell, God knowes when we (hall meet agaflwi 
Thaveafaint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
ihat almoft freezes up the heat of life : 

, call them backe aeaine to comfort me. 

Le : what (hould (lie doe heare ? 

1 difmall Scene 1 needs muft afl ; alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at ail ? 
Shall Ibe married then to morrow morning ? 
vi 0 |jo 3 this fliall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What ifit be a poyfon which the Frier 
Stilly hath miniftred to have me dead. 

Led in this marriage he (hould be difhonour’d, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

Ifeareitis ; and yet me thinks it (hould not, 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be Aided in they ault, 

Towhofefoule mouth no healthlome aire breaths in. 

And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or jf I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where for thefe many hundred y eeres the bones 
Of all my, buried ancefters are packt ; 

Wherebloocfy Tihalt, ytt but greenein earth, 

Liesfeftring in his fhrowd.; where, as they fey, 

Atfome houres in the night fpirits reibrt : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathfomefmells, 

And (hrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That living mortalls hearing them. runne mad : 

Or if I wake, fhall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all the(e hideous feares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ? 

l 3: 
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The mofi lamentable T raged} 

And plockethe mangled Tib alt from his fhrowds 
And in this rage with fome great kinfinans bone. 

As with a club, dafh out my defperatebraines. 

O looke,methinkes I fee my coufinsghoft 
Seeking out Romeo that did ipit his body 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tibalt flay ; 

"Romeo Borneo, Romeo, here’s drink, I drink to thee. 

Enter Lady of the hottfe and JVurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyes, and fetch more fpices Nurfe, 
Nnr. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Cap . Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew bell hath rung, 'tis three a clocke : 

Looketo the bakt meats, good Angelica 
Spare not forcoft. 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane,goe, 

Get you to bed, faith you’ll be ficke tomorrow 
For this nights watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit, what ? I have watcht ere now 
All night for lefl*e caufe, and nere been ficke. 

Z<i.I,you have been a moule-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from luch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

Cap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 
Enter three or four e with fpits, and logs, and baskets. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what . 

Cap. Make hafte, make hafte ; firrah fetch drier logges : 

Call Peter , he will fhew thee where they are. 

Eel. I have a head fir that will finde out logges. 

And never trouble Teter for the matter. 

C ap. Maffe and well laid, a merry horfon, ha. 

Thou lhalt be Loggerhead. Good faith ’tis day. 

play Mu ficke. 

The County will be here with Muficke ftraight. 

For fo he laid he would : I heare him neare. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I lay. 

Enter Tpur/e. 

Coe waken goe and trim her up, - I ,e 



Romeo and Juliet., 

T u e oe and chat with Paris, hie, make hafte? 

Jiake hafte, the Bridegrooms heeis come already, make hafte 

^J.Miftris.what WAth, Juliet •• faft I warrant her foe: . 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie you lluggabed ; _ 

why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 
what ?not a word?you take your penniworth now* 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant N 
The County Paris hath fet up his reft, 

That you lhallreft but little: God fotgive me, 

Marry and Amen , how found is Iheafleepe : 

I mull needs wake her : Madam, Mad am, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’ll fright you up yfaith : will it not be ? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? 

I mull needs wake you j Lady , Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita bo, my Lord, my Lady. 

Me. W hat noife is here ? 

Nttr. O lamentable day I 
Me. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 hcavieday 1 
Mo. O me, O me, my childe,my oneiy life 1 
Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father . 

fa. For fhame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come. 

Nnr. Shee’s dead, deceas’r, Ihee’ s dead, alackc the day. - 
•A/o. Alacketheday, (bee’s dead, fhee’s dead, (lice’s dead. 
Pa. Hah, let me fee her : out alas Hiee’s cold, 

Herblood is fetled, and her joints are ftife : 
kifil apd thefe lips have long beene feparated, 

Death lyes on her like ariuntimely froft 
Upon the Iweeteft flower of all the field. 

A#r. O lamentable day ! 

Mo.Q wofulltime! 

Fa: 
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Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me wailc, 
Tyes up my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and the (founty ,with Afujicians. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to goe toChurch ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but never toreturne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death iaine with thy wife , there fhe lyes, 

Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him. 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire. 

My daughter he hath wedded , I will dye 
And leave him all, life, living, all is deaths. 

Pa Have I thought long to lee this mornings face. 

And doth it give me fuch a light as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, unhappy ,wretched,hatefull day, 

Moft miferable houre that ere time law 
In lading labour ofhis Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe, 

But one thing to rejoice and folacein. 

And cruel 1 death hath catchtit from my fight, 

Nur. O woe, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day. 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

0day,0 day, O day, O hatefiill day, 

Never was feenefoblacke a day as this. 

O wofu 1 1 day , O woful 1 day. 

Par. BeguiI’d,divorced, wronged, lpighted,flaine, 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruel], cruell thee quite overthrowne, 

O love, O life, notlife,but love in death. 

Fa Defpis’d,diftrefled, hated,martyfd,kil’d : 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now. 

To murther.murther our folemnity ? 

O child,0 child, my foule, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes are buried. 

Fri Peace ho for lhame,confufions, care lives not 
In thefe confufions : heaven and your felfe 
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, art j n this faire Maide ; now heaven hath all, 

And all the better is it for the Maide. 

Y ur P art in h er y ou c0ulc * not kee P e f r0m death. 

But heaven keepes his part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For ’twas your heaven fhe Ihould be advance. 

And weepe ye now feeing Hie is advanc’t 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

0 in this love you love your childe fo ill. 

That you run mad , feeing that (lie is well. 

Shee’s not well married that lives married long, 

Butlhee’sbeft married that dyes married young. 

Dry up your teares, and fticke your Rofemary 
On this faire coarfe ; and as the cuftome is. 

And in her beft array, beare her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids us all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Realbns merriment. 

' Fa. AH things that we ordained feftivall, 

Turnefrom their office toblackefunerall : 

Our inftruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a lad funerall feaft, 

Ourlblemne hymnes to liillen dyrges change. 

Our bridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe. 

And allthings change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in ; and Madam goe with him? 

And goe fir 'Par-- - pw y 

To follow this faire coarfe unto her grave. 

The heavens doe lowre upon you for feme ill, a!.* 

Move them no more by crofting their high will. 

Exeunt. Manent Mufici. . 

Mu ft . Faith we may put up our pipes and begone.' . O . w 
Nur. Honeft good fel!owes,ah put up, put up, ' 

For well vouknow this is a pitifull cafe. i sura - 

Fid. 1 oy my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes » 

Enter Peter. 

?f.Mufitians,oh Mufitians, hearts eafe, hearts eafe, 

K O 







The woftiamentable tragedy 
O, and you will have me live, play hearts eafc. 

Fid. Why hearts eafe ? 

<j>et. O Mufitians ,becaufe my heart it felfe playes, my heart 
is foil of woe. 

0 play me fome merry dump to comfort me. 

Min. Not a dump we, ’tis no time to play now.. 
pet. You will not then ? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you found ly. 

Min. What will you give us ? 

t . No mony on my faith, but theglerfce. 

1 will give you the Minftrell. 

Mix. Then will I give you the ferving creaturei 
Fe t . Then will I lay the forving creatures dagger on yOUr patei 
I will carry no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa you : 

Doe you note me 

Min. And you Re us and Fa us, you note us. 

2.M. Pray you put up your dagger , and put out your wit. 
Pet. Then have at you with my wit. 

I will dry beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger • 
Anfwer me like men. 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then mufickewith 
her filver found. 

W hy filver found ? why mufickc with her filver found ? what fay 
you Simon Catling ? 

Min. Marry fir, hccauiefiiivernatna £.«nd. 

Pet. Pratee, what fay you Hugh Rebicke ? 

2.M.J fay filver found, bficaufe Mufitians found for filver. 
Per. Pratee too: what fay you James found poft? 

3 .M. Faith I know not -what to lay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer, 

I will fay for you : it is muficke with her ‘filver found, 

Becanfe Mufitians have no gold for founding : 



redrefle. 



C: 



aswj A 

01 



Exit. 

Mix- 
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•yin. What a peftilent Knave is this ? 

^,3. Hang him Jacke, come wee’ll in here, tarriefor the 
Mourners, ana fay dinner. 

Enter Romeo. 

^aw.lf I may truft.the flattering truth of fleepe, 

My dreames prefage fome joyfull newes at hand, 

Mybofomes Lord fits lightly on his throne, 

A nd all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

lifes me above the ground with cheerfoll thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreams that give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d foch life with kiffes in my lips. 

That I reviv’d and was an Emperour. 

Ah me, how fweet is love it felfe pofleft. 

When but loves fhadowes are fo rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo’s man Balthazer . 

Newes from Verona ? how now Balthazer ? 

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill if fhe be well. 

Man. Then (be is well, and nothing can be iU, 

Her body deeps in Camels monument. 

And her immortall part with Angels lives. 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prelently tooke pofte to tell it you : 

0 pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, 

, Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Pom. Is it even fo ? then I deny you flarres.’ 

Thou know’ft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes , I will hence tonight. 

Man. I doe befeech you fir have patience. 

Your lookes are pale and wilde, and doe import 
Some mifadventure. 
j Rom. Tufh, thou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and doe the thing I bid thee doe. 

K 2 Haft 
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Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. : 

Exit. 

%om. No matter, get thee gone, 

And hire thofe Horfes, He be with thee ftraight. 
Well Juliet , I will lye with thee to night. 

Let’s fee for meanes. O mifehiefe thou artfwife 
To enter in the thoughts of delpcrate men : 

I doe remember an Apothecary, 

And hereabouts he dwels , which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with over- whelming browes 
Culling of fimples ; meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe mifery had worne him to the bonesj 
And in his needy (hop a Tortoife hung. 

An Allegater ftuft , and other skinnes 
Ofill fhap’t fillies, and about his fhelves 
A beggerly accompt of ernptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders , and muftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthred ,and old Cakes ofRofes 
Were thinly fcattered, to make up a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I laid. 

And if a man did need a poylon now. 

Whole fale is prefent death in Mantua , 

Here lives a Caitifte wretch would fell it him 
O this lame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this lame needy man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this Ihould be the houfe. 

Being holy-day the beggers fliop is ftiut : 

What ho ? Apothecary. 

-Afo, Who calls lb loud ? 

Ro. Come hither man : 1 fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 
A dram ofpoylbn, luch foone Ipreading geare 
As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie taker may fall dead. 

And that the truncke may be difeharg’d of breath. 
As violently as hafty powder fier’d 
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. JL to any he that utters them- 
S %m . Art thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe# 

. dfear’ffto dye ? famine is in thy cheekes. 

Need and opprefiion ftarveth in thine eyes, 
Contemptand beggery hang upon thy back. 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law > 

The world affords no law to make thee rich, 

Thenbe not poore , but breake it and take this, 

Jpo. My poverty but not my will contents . 

‘Rom. I pay thy poverty , and not thy will. 
jpo. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 

And drinkeitoft'; and il you had the ftrength 
Oftvventy men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 
‘jo.There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens foules. 
Point* more murders in this loathfbme world. 

Than thefe poor compounds that thou maift not fell: 
Kell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, aud get thy felfe in flefti. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To 7 uliets grave, for there muft I ufe thee. 
k v Exeunt \ 

Enter Frier John to Frier Laurence, 
7^.Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

Lau. This fame foould be the voice ofVtktJohn, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes %omeo l 
Orifhis minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Job. Going to finde a barefoot brother out, 
Oneofour Order,toaffociateme, 

Here in the City vifiting the fickc. 

And finding him; the Searchers of thetowne, 
Sufpefting that we both were in a houfe 
W here the infeftious peftilence did raigne, 

Seal’d up the doore s, and would not let us forth. 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 
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Lau - W ho bare my ietter then to %omeo 
John. I could not fend it, hereit is againe. 

Nor get a Meffenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fort une , by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge. 

Of deare import ; and the negle&ing it 
May doe much danger. Frier John goe hence. 

Get me an iron Crow , and bring it ftraight 
Unto my Cell. 

Exit* 

John . Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Lau. Now muft I to the Monument alone,’ 

Within theie three houres will faire Juliet wake ; 

She will befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of theie accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarfe clos’d in a dead mans tombe. 

J^Xlt 0 

Enter Paris his Page. 

Tar. Give me thy torch boy,hence, & ftand aloofe, 

Yet put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare dole to the hollow ground. 

So fhall no foot upon the Churchyard tread, 

Being loofe,unfirme,with digging up of graves. 

But thou fhalt heare it : whittle then to me. 

As fignall that thou heareft fbmething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as 1 bid thee, goe . 

Page. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridall bed I ftrew : 

O woe, thy Canopy is duftand ftones, 

Which with fweet water nightly I will new ; 

Or wanting that, with teares diftill’d by mones. 

The Oblequies that I for thee will keepe. 

Nightly 
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Rightly (hall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep: 

The Boy gives warning, (omethingdoth approach : 

What curled foot wanders this way to night, 

Tocrofle my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch night muffle me a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer hie man. 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear ’ft or leeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my conrle. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 

In deare employment : therefore hence, be gone. 

But if thou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what I farther (ball intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : 

Thetime and my intents arefavage wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring (ea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Rim. So (bait thou fhew me friend (hip : take thou that. 
Live and be profperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame lie hide me hereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Rim. Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death* 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfell ofthe earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jawes to open. 

And itidefpite lie cram thee with more food. 

Bar. This is that banifbt haughty Mount ague. 

That mnrdred my Loves cotifin ; with which grief® 
k is iuppofed the faire creature died ; 
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And here is come to doe fome villainous fhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed toyle vile Momtague ; 

Can vengeance be putiu’d further than death ? 
Condemned villaine I doe apprehend thee> 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Tom - 1 muft indeed, and therefore came I hither ? 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defperate man, 

F ly hence and leave me , thinke upon thefe gone, 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth, 

Put not another fmne upon my head 
By urging me to fury : O be gone. 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee runaway. 

Par. I doe defie thy commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. W ilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee Boy. 
page. O Lord they fight , I will goe call the watch. 
Par. O I am flaine : ifthou be mercifull 
Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

Tom. In faith I will : let me perufe this face : 
Mercutio's^Mtan , noble County Paris ! 

What laid my manwhenmybetofledfoule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould have married Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it lb ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet, 

To thinke it was fb ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in lowre misfortunes booke. 
lie bury thee in a triumphant grave : 

A grave ! O no, aLanthorne flaughtred youth ; 

For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interr’d. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death, 
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Have they been® merry , which their Keepers call - 
Aliehtning be^edeath ? Oh how may it v no-; $•!• 
Call this a lightning? O my Love, my Wife, r ’ 7 
Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, ■vy. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

be*tjti<* enfigne yet 

jjcfimlbn in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths pale flag is not advanced there. 
fibalt , lyeft thou there in thy bloody fheet ? 

0 what more favour can I doe to thee, 

Thanwiththat hand that cnt thy youth in twaine 
To funder his that was thine enemy ? uy 
Forgive me coufin. Ah date Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeve. 

Shall I beleeve that unfubftantiijldeath is amorous? 
And that the lean abhorred mofltftflr. keepes 
Thee here in darka^obe his;,Psaasipurc?' d : 
Forfeare of that I flill will flay with thee. 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : here, here will 1 remaine, 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O here 
Will I fet up my everlafting reft. 

And lhake the yoke of inaiifpicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefh : eyes look your laft, 
Armes take your laft embrace ; and lips, O you 
the doores of breath, ieale with a righteous kifle 
| Adateleflebargaine toingroflingdeath : ' 

Come bitter condu$ x comeuhfavourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at onceriinon 
The dafhing rockes thy fea-ficke weary barke : 

J Here s to my Love; Q true Apothecary ! 

- Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I dye. 

Enter Pritryvith J. a»thorne 2 crow,and fpade. 

^int Francis be my fpeed ; how oft to night 
Havem y feet ftumbled at graves ! Who's there? 

L . 
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%alt. Here’s one', a friend, and one that knowes you vsfefovnH 
Fri.Blifle be upon you : Tell me good my friend ji / 

What torch is yond that Mainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleffe skulls : as I difcerne, ‘ i* 

It b urneth in the C a f f ^ s monument. 

Balt, it doth fo holy Sir, and there’s my M*tter,one diat ybjj 

Tri, Who is it ,Qg£>ttJ b -'-.i- 

Balt, Romeo. 

Tri. How long hath he bin there? o 

Balt , Full halfe an houre. ; jtdi buna -- -otv. 

Tri. Goe with me to the vault. 

"Balt, I dare not fir. 

My Matter knowes not but Tam gone h£hce, i ; C 110 / 

And fearefully did menace me With deaths . v ; ; ' 

If I did ftay to looke on his intents. 

Tri, Stay then, He goe afone^teare comes upon me, 

0 much I feare (bme ill unlucky thing. 

Balt. As I did fleep under this yoUng tree here, 

1 dreamt my Matter and another fought. 

And that my Matter llew him. 

Tri. 'Borneo. 

Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which ftaines 
The ftony entrance of this fepulcher? 

What meane thefe mafterlefle and goarie fwords, 

To lye dilcolout’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale ! who elfe ? what Paris too ? 
tfmd fleept in blood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance? :i ' .« - ; 

The Lady ftirres. ‘ c (: , 

3*1. 0 comfortable Frier , where is my Lotd? * l X rn c ; , " . 
1 doe remember well where I fhould be, ' r, P 1 T 1 1 
And there I am : where is my Romeo ? 

Tri. I hearefome noife Lady, come from that nett 
Of death, contagion, and unnaturall fleepe : 

A greater power than vve can contradift 
Hath {diwarced our intents : come, come away, 

• ' Thy 
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Thy husband in thy bojbme there lyes dead, 
ina Varis too : come,Ile difjpofe of thee 
Among a fiftephood of holy Nunnes. 

Seay not to qnettion , for the yy qtch is comming.’ 

Come, goe good Juliet , I dare no longer flay. 

I Exit. 

J»I.G oe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 
poyfon I fee hath been his timeleffe end : 

0 churle 1 drinke all, and leave no frielro ly drop 
Tohelpe me after : I will kifle thy lips, 

Haply fome poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me dye with a reftorative. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch . 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

Jal.Yea noife ? then Ilebe briefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy (heath, there ruft, and let me dye. 

Boy. Thisisthe place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard ; 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight 1 here lyes the County flaine, 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead. 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the-Prince, runne to the Capulets, 

I I Raife up ,the Matintagttes :,fome others fearch ; 

We fee rhe ground whereon thefe woes doe lye, 
j But the true ground of all- thefe piteous woes 
j We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Her els Romeo’s man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chief e Watch . Hold him in : fafety till the Prince come hither . 

* T '■ i • j.t : 

E nter Trier anfl another Watchman, 

Watch, Here is a Frier that trembles > fighes,andweepes, 

La We 






Themft lamentable Tragedy 
We tooke this Mattocke and this fpade from him* 
Asbewascommingfrom this Churchyard fide. 

Chiefe W.h great fufpicion, flay the Frier too. 

Enter Prince. 

Prin. What mifadventure is lb early up, 

That calls our perfon from our mornings reft ? 

Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

(fa. What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O the people in the ftreet cry Romeo, 

Some Juliet, and feme Paris, and al 1 runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument. 

Prin. W hat teare is this which ftartles in your eares? 
Watch. Soveraigne.here lyes the County Parts flame, 

And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warmeand new kill’d. 

Prin. Search, feekc, and know how this foule murder comes.; 
Watch. Here is a Frier, and flaughtred Romeo's man, 

With inftruments upon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens tombes. 

Cap. O heaven 1 G wife ! looke how our daughter bleeds! 
This dagger hath mifta’ne, for lo his houfe 
Is empty on the backe of Mount ague. 

And is mifheathed in my daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me , this fight of death is as a Bell, 

That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

_E»f<rMoutitague. 

Prin. Come Mountague,fot thou art early up, 

To fee thy fonne and heire now early downe. 

Moun. Alas my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 

Gtfiefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath ; 

What further woe confpires againft my age 
Prin. Looke and thou (halt fee. 

Mou.O thou untaught ! what manners is in this, 

To prefle before thy father to a grave ? 

Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage for a while. 

Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities, 

And know their Ipring, their head, their true ddccnt. 



♦/ Romeo and Juliet. 

And then will I be Generali ofyourwdes, 

And lead you even to death : meane time forbear^ 

And let mifchance be Have to patience. - »•>- 
Bring forth the parties of lufpicion. 

Pri. I am the greateft , able to doe leaft, 

Yetmoft fufpe&ed , as the time and place 
Poe make againft me, of this direfull murder ; 

And here I (land ,both to impeach and puree 
My felfe condemned , and my felf e excus’d. 

Pri . Then fay at once what thou doft know in this. 

Pri. I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead was husband to that Juliet, . >t:'. 

And fee there dead that Romeo’s feithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday ; whofe untimely death 
Banifht the new made Bridegroome from this City, 

For whom, and not for Tibalt,Juliet pin’d.' ' ■ 

You, to remove that fiege of griefe from her. 

Betroth’d, and would .have married her perforce. 

To County Tar is- Then comes fhe to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me devife fbmc meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would fhe ki 11 her felfe. 

Then gave I her (16 tucer’d by my Art) 

A fleeping potion, which fo tooke eftedfc 
As I intended ; for it wrought on her 
The forme of death : meane time Iwrit to -Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire nighc. 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, • 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier John, 

Was flayed by accident, and yefternight ^ ^ 

Return’d my letter backe : then all alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking : 

Came I to take her from her kindredsvault. 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 






The mfl lamentable Tragedy 
Till 1 conveniently could fend w^Rom'eo. ir'i . • y.*i 

But when I came tone minute era the time * ' r/ " :<•••. -1 1 ‘\ 

Of her awaking, here unranefyTay" - ' -omr/JUn 

The noble Tarts, and true "Romeo dead. '-■'-'-‘I - ' ~ 

She wakes, and IentreamliwVedttieiferth, 2 - ’v~'hfw.I sf. 
And beare this workeof heaven With paA'fenctff^qirf! ■} 

But then a noife did fcare me from the tombe. 

And flie too defperate would not goe with trie, 1 i ■' id 1 ;;. 
But as it feemes did violence onherfelfe. ' • --nobnoo 
All this I know, and to the marriage the Wut(ViS^¥iv&?' r 
And if ought in this rhiicarried by my falfft*- > ■ ' • ’ ; ? wt 

Let my old life be {aerified fome hour before the time. 

Unto the rigour offevefeflr Jaw.* t "’" ’ ' - ' ’ 

Pri. We ftill have knownc thee for a holy man. o A 

Where’s ^iwwToian?whatca«hei lay t6tbfsTf t! ' * 1 ® 

Sal. I brought my Matter newes of Juliets death* 

And then in, port he came from Mantua 

To this ftme place, to this fametttenhhfctftV' ' 

This letter he earely. bid me give his Father, ' 1 

And threatned me wtth death going itt-the vaults '' f!: ■ ■ : 

Ifl departed not and left him there. v 

Pr/. Give me the letter, I wi ll lookeon it. 1 

W here is the Counties Page that rais’dthe W'atfch ? 

Sirrah, what made yeur Matter in this place'? ' ni C 

Boj . He came with flowers to ttrew hiS'Ladies : 1 

Andbidmettand aloofe^ andfoldid: - r <> rirt : f ‘A 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe, " nj ! - A 

And by and by my Matter drdwon him, m:i' r.eblos • 
And then I ran away to call the watch.' ; „ 

Bri. This letter doth ihake got?<Me Friers wbrtls, 01 - ! r l°‘ 
Their courfe of love, the tidings of her death'; onjsrrbt i ' : jj 
And here he writes that he did buy a poylbn . ' . 

Ot a poore Pothecary , and therewithal! ocv< ? '■ ‘ : !l . 
Came to this vault, to dye and lye with Juliet. 

Where be thefe enemies ? Capulet, Mountagkef'f 
See what a Icourge is laid upon yourhatev " • ; 0 • ; ’ ! 

That heaven Andes meanes to kill your joy'es with love; 

And 

V 



of Romeo and Juliet 

And 1 fef winking at your discords too 
Have loft a brafe of Kinfmen : all are punifht. 

Cap- O brother Mount ague, give me thy hand ; 

This is my daughters jointure, for no more 

Can I demand. 

Mom- But I can givethee more : 
for I will raife her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles V °.rona by that name is knowne, 

There ftiall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of crue and faithfull Juliet . 

Cap . As rich fhall Romeos by his Ladies lye : 

Pocre facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin . A glooming peace this morning with it brings ; 
The fun for forrow will not (hew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some (hall be pardoned,and (bme punilhed. 

For never was a Storie of more woe, ' 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 
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